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Description: 

“T can feel it Slayer. You know you wanna dance,” his deep, melodic voice rumbles next to her ear. 
She tries to ignore the way her body is reacting to him. 

“Spike in case you forgot: we’re mortal enemies!” 

“You always get this wet for your mortal enemies?” 

My take on the Something Blue AU. 


Spike and Buffy get some alone time while under Willow’s spell. Things get hot and heavy and of course the spell 
breaks... yeah. At that exact moment. Things start to get more complicated from there. 

After the spell is over, they quickly find out that their attraction to each other, however, is not. Buffy tries her best to 
stay away from Spike, but he won’t let her go so easily... 


They fight and they shag and they hate each other till it makes them quiver, but will they ever be friends? Will they 
ever be more than just enemies with benefits? 


(Set in season 4, but with lots of Spuffy references from the other seasons.) 


1. Something Bad 


“Tt’s getting late. You guys should stay here with Giles for the night,” Buffy advises 
Xander and Anya. “Spike and I can go to my house. We’ll get the ingredients for the reversal 
spell first thing once the Magic Box opens in the morning and meet back here.” 


“Um honey, aren’t you forgetting something?” Spike looks at her pointedly. 
“Oh right, daylight. I’ do that part then, you can just tell me what to get.” 


Giles interjects, “Buffy, I think it’s best if Spike stays here until we figure out what’s going 


” 


on. 


Giles seems to think she and Spike are under the influence of the same kind of spell that 
caused his sudden blindness, but she really can’t see the connection. She knows her 
engagement to Spike must come as a bit of a shock to everyone, but it all makes sense really. 
And even so, she can think of worse spells than to make her marry the man she loves! 


“Then I’m staying too.” She turns toward Spike. “I couldn’t bear being away from my 
fiancé for even just one night.” Spike hums sweetly and they both fall into yet another 
passionate kiss. 


“Are we gonna have to watch them do that all night?” Anya asks, sounding annoyed as 
Spike and Buffy quickly start to get carried away. 


“On second thought, you two can go. We’ll be fine here,” Giles decides, interrupting the 
sound of smacking lips and soft moans coming from his right. 


“Thank god,” Anya sighs in relief. 


“Come on,” Buffy says, not wasting any more time and handing Spike his coat. “You guys 
call us if you need anything.” 


The couple walks up to her front door hand in hand while she fumbles for her key. 


“Mom’s out of town, something to do with the gallery. I don’t think she’ll be back until 
sunrise, so we can stay here and announce the news to her then!” Buffy enthuses as they step 
inside the house. 


“Think she’I] threaten me with an axe this time?” 


“No!” Buffy exclaims then pauses. “Probably not... I’m sure she’ll need some time to get 
used to the idea like everyone else, but she’ll understand once she sees how much we love 
each other!” 


After stepping further inside, she notices the red light of her home phone flashing. 


“Oh, hold on, I got a voicemail.” She presses the speaker button to let Giles’ voice echo 
through the otherwise quiet house. 


“Buffy, Xander just remembered something Willow said to him earlier about you and 
Spike getting married. Willow told me she tried to cast a spell to have her will done and she 
also said I couldn’t see anything so I believe the spell worked and that’s why you and Spike 
are-are behaving this way. Xander’s on his way to get her now so we’ll hopefully put an end 
to this soon. I’ll call back if we have trouble finding her, just stay where you are.” The 
message ends. 


“Huh really? Why would Willow wish we got married?” Buffy muses. 


“Didn’t think Red was too keen on me. We should definitely invite her to the wedding 
now, seems she’s the only one who believes in us.” 


“Poor Willow, she’s in such a fragile state right now, she probably just finally managed to 
fall asleep and now Xander’s gonna throw some wild accusations at her.” 


“At least after that they’ll have to realize our love is nothing but real and hopefully stop 
trying to find some magical explanation for it.” 


“Right.” 
“Nothing we can do about it for now.” 


Buffy agrees, but she’s not sure what to say next until Spike turns to her and asks, “So 
you’re gonna give me a tour of the upstairs?” 


She beams at him and leads him by the hand up the wooden staircase. 


“So this is my room. There’s usually less boxes in here.” Her mom has been using Buffy’s 
bedroom as a storage space for the gallery since she started college. Joyce took some of the 
boxes out for her latest showing tonight though, so at least Buffy could see her bed now. 


“Lovely.” Spike looks around for about two seconds. “Now come here.” He hooks his arm 
around her waist and pulls her to him. They’re all over each other in a flash, the rest of the 
tour forgotten. 


She tugs at his leather coat, shoves it down his shoulders. It lands on the floor in a thud. He 
pushes her coat out of the way as well and kicks off his boots, hers having already been left 
downstairs. 


“Been waiting to be alone with you all evening.” 
“What, you didn’t like having an audience?” she playfully asks. 
“Not for the things I want to do to you.” 


They fall on her bed, lying on their side. She hitches her leg across his hip and he pulls her 
even closer, leaving no gap between them as their kissing grows more and more heated. 


No one had ever kissed her the way Spike does. His lips are impossibly soft and supple, 
but the way he kisses her is not. It’s possessive, sinful, filled with promise. But it also makes 
her feel like she’s something to be cherished. Like she’s the most special girl in the world. 


There had been no awkward first kiss with them. No nose bumping or teeth clashing. No 
hesitance. They melded perfectly together as if they’d kissed a hundred times before. Like 
they’ve been old lovers reuniting and she’s wondered how she’s gone so long without his 
touch. 


Spike nips her bottom lip with his teeth before replacing them with his tongue and she 
writhes against him harder. With no one there to stop them this time, she knows it’s only a 
matter of seconds before all rational thought goes out the window. Her body desperately 
wants to keep going, but her mind tries to remind her that they’re supposed to be planning 
their wedding, not consummating their marriage. 


“Shouldn’t we... you know, wait till the honeymoon? I want our first time to be special,” 
Buffy breathes out after she finally pulls back for air. 


Spike props himself up on his elbow and strokes her arm reassuringly. “So do I, my love, 
but I think it’s fair to say with the two of us it’ll be special no matter what.” 


She looks a bit uncertain so he goes on, “Look I know you wanna do things proper. We 
don’t have to go all the way if you’d rather wait. You just feel so good in my arms and not 
gonna lie, I’ve been feeling about ready to pop all evening with you wriggling in my lap...” 


She looks down at the noticeable bulge in his pants. It has felt huge even just rubbing 
through their clothes and she is wickedly curious. And horny. 


She lets her hand lightly graze his covered member while she says, “I guess it’s only fair 
I’d get to... know my future husband’s body before the wedding, right?” 


He smiles mischievously. “Right. Ought to know what you’re dealing with. And there’s no 
harm in me taking a peek and getting... Acquainted with my future wife’s body.” He trails his 
hand up her thigh. “Learn what she likes... What drives her crazy...” he whispers and bites 
her earlobe. 


“Better get to it then,” she encourages breathlessly. 


They sit up on their knees to start peeling away their clothes. She takes away his red 
button-up shirt and helps him slip out of his black tee, revealing Spike’s muscular body 
underneath. She runs her hands along his abs appreciatively, making him throw his head back 
in pleasure. He then pulls her shirt over her head and unclasps her bra, tossing both of them 
haphazardly in the room. She has to lay back down to let him take off her pants, leaving her 
only in her panties. Thank god she chose a cute pair today. 


Spike lets his gaze slowly rake over her entire body. “You’re perfect, you know that?” he 
praises. 


“You’re not so bad yourself,” she replies, flushing slightly under his attention. 


He smirks and bends down to trail a series of heady kisses from her belly button to the 
middle of her breasts. She feels his tongue swirl around one of her hardened nipples before 
sucking it into his mouth and doing the same thing to the other, making Buffy arch into his 
mouth. 


Her suspicions are confirmed when Spike takes down his pants a moment later and his 
cock springs free. 


“Well hello there, Big Bad. Big, big Bad.” 
He grins at her, “All for you pet.” 
She grins back and lowers herself between his legs. 


She darts her tongue out and licks the underside of his cock from root to tip. He makes a 
pleased sound at the back of his throat so she does it again. She notices a bead of pre-cum 
leaking from the tip and licks it off. The taste is really not bad. Salty and tangy and most 
importantly Spike’s . She grips the base with her left hand then wraps her mouth around the 
head and sucks hard. Spike moans and bucks into her mouth, making him sink farther in. 


“Uhhh yeah, take all of it kitten, that’s it.” 


She presses her tongue on the underside of his member while taking him in as far as she 
can go and starts bobbing her head up and down his length. Spike moans and bucks into her 
again. He tangles one of his hands in her hair to help guide her movements and makes her 
take him even deeper. 


She doesn’t have a lot of experience with this, but his reaction emboldens her and she finds 
she enjoys the feel of him in her mouth. She doesn’t mind being manhandled either as Spike 
grips her head with both his hands and makes her work his length at a faster pace. 


She looks up at him to see his piercing blue eyes regarding her with a mixture of lust and 
adoration. 


“So good Buffy. Such a hot little mouth. Burn me right up you do.” 


She grabs his balls lightly with her free hand to see if he’d like it and the sound he makes 
immediately tells her that he does. 


“Uhhh, you’re gonna make me come. Wanna come inside that sweet little mouth...” Spike 
grunts out as he starts bucking wildly into her mouth. 


She suddenly releases him with a wet pop. He makes a sound of protest and it’s her turn to 
grin at him. 


“Not yet.” 


“You’re gonna be a tease now?” There’s a slight hint of danger in his voice that sends a 
thrill directly to her core. 


“T want to make this last.” 

“T’m a vampire honey. I can make it last all. Night. Long,” he drawls. 

Without warning, he hauls her up to him and flips her on her back. 

“But you’re right, gotta savor this first.” 

He traces one of his fingers along her slit, feeling how damp she is through her panties. 
“Did sucking off Big Bad turn you on?” 

“Maybe...” she teases. 


He makes a sound of approval. “My naughty girl.” 


He discards her underwear and settles down between her open legs. 


He starts placing soft butterfly kisses up and down her thighs, stopping just short of where 
she wants him each time. She holds her breath in anticipation and wiggles her hips at him 
slightly, trying to urge him on. 


She keens when she finally feels a cool tongue against her slit and Spike licks a long stripe 
from her opening to her clit. She grips his bleached blond hair instantly, wanting to keep him 
there. His expert tongue laps at her folds languidly for a moment before dipping into her 
soaking entrance. 


“Mmm, you taste so sweet kitten. I could eat you alive.” 


He swirls his tongue around her swollen little nub a few times before sucking it into his 
mouth. 


“Spike!” Buffy thrashes her head from side to side on the pillow as her vampire lover 
devours her pussy like it’s his last meal. 


She feels herself building up toward a climax that is sure to be mind-blowing, but she 
wants to experience this with him more than anything. She pulls on his hair urgently. 


“Need you inside.” 

“Don’t need to tell me twice,” he rumbles eagerly and climbs over her body. 
She flips him on his back at the last second and he looks up at her questioningly. 
“T want it like this first,” Buffy explains. 

“Anything you want love,” he purrs back. 


She spreads her thighs wide and hovers over him, his swollen cock lined up to her heated 
core. Buffy leans down close to rest her forearms on either side of his head and pauses to look 
deeply into the vampire’s eyes. “I love you, Spike.” 


He tucks a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Not as much as I love you, baby,” he coos. 
Buffy gives him a loving smile and sinks all the way down his length. 


And that’s when the spell breaks, with her completely impaled onto him. 


2. When Reality Sinks In 


Deep blue eyes stare up at her from only inches away. 
“Slayer,” Spike growls deep in his throat. 


She pulls back slowly. A look of pure shock and horror dawns on both their face as they 
realize what they’ ve been doing. 


“Oh god.” 
“Bloody hell.” 


She knows she should be getting off of him immediately, but thanks to the spell, she had 
just been on the brink of an orgasm and she finds herself overwhelmed by the sensation of 
having him sheathed fully inside her. The urge to shift her hips is strong, but she fears that if 
she moves right now she won’t be able to stop. 


The seconds stretch and she starts shaking with the effort of staying still. She can sense 
how tense his body also is under hers. 


Seemingly unable to restrain himself any longer, Spike breaks first and thrusts up into her 
once. He grunts at the movement and she moans instantly. This is bad. This is very, very bad. 


Her body moves of its own accord and she rocks her pelvis, needing to feel that delicious 
friction again. They both moan in unison and he grabs her hips to keep sliding her up and 
down his length. 


“Willow’s spell...” she manages to gasp out. 

Spike grunts, “I’m gonna kill the witch after this.” 

“T’ll kill you first. Plus you’re neutered, remember?” 

“Don’t seem too neutered now do I?” He gives a hard thrust up that makes her see stars. 


They start moving in time with each other, but she can’t keep looking at him this close so 
she hides her face in the crook of his neck instead, closes her eyes and tries to pretend this 
isn’t really happening. Which is hard to do with their bodies now completely pressed against 
each other. She tries to keep her breathing under control, but then Spike grabs her ass and tilts 
his pelvis up to push his cock deeper into her and she moans loudly in his ear. 


“T guess vampires really do get you hot don’t they?” 


“Urgh! You’re disgusting.” She finally attempts to get off of him, but he doesn’t let her 
and instead rolls her underneath his body in one smooth movement. 


“Your cunt seems to think otherwise.” 


She punches the smug look right out of his face and flips him on his back again, this time 
sitting up on top of him, his cock still embedded in her. Buffy goes to punch him again, but he 
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catches her fist in time. He hits her cheek hard with his free hand and her body involuntarily 
clenches around him. 


They were in the middle of fighting when the spell initially broke out. 


She found him in the middle of an empty field, making a big show of trying to get back to 
the underground lab, tearing through some random patch of land. She had about enough of it 
and was about to gag him when he lashed out and hit her. And to both their surprises, his 
built-in shock collar didn’t activate. They stood there for a few stunned seconds before 
springing into action at the exact same moment. Spike was still in a weakened state from 
being starved so Buffy had an advantage, but he was still a worthy opponent with lightning 
quick reflexes and easily anticipated her moves. She wondered how she’d be able to get him 
back to Giles’ now and was about to land a kick to his face when he caught her ankle midair 
and they both froze. Something happened then. His touch softened and he let go of her leg. 
She looked at him in a way she never had before and everything seemed to click into place at 
once. They’d only been fighting all this time because they couldn’t admit how they really felt 
about each other. But it was so clear then: they loved each other. They were meant for each 
other. 


He dropped on one knee a moment later and popped the question. She was so elated, the 
first thing she wanted to do was go tell Giles the good news. 


Back in her bedroom, there’s a glint in Spikes’ eyes as he feels her clamp around him. 
They keep wrestling for dominance, but Spike finally ends up on top with both her arms 
pinned above her head. When she headbutts him, he snarls, grabs her roughly by the hair at 
her nape and yanks her head back, forcing their eyes to meet. Her body is trapped beneath 
him, his pelvis pressing her down into the mattress, but he doesn’t move immediately and her 
pussy clenches again. He closes his eyes and throws his head back with a groan. The sight of 
him like this only makes her do it harder. Why does he have to look so damn hot? 


“T hate you,” she hisses. 
“Hate you right back.” 


Keeping his hold on her, he suddenly leans his head down, licks a long line across her 
exposed neck until he finds her pulse point and bites . She can’t help the loud moan that 
escapes her. She knows he could vamp out at any second and bite her for real, but instead he 
starts sucking at her skin, hard enough to leave bruises. He starts rocking into her, his cock 
filling her up in the most delicious way imaginable. 


“Should have known the only thing better than killing a Slayer would be fucking one,” he 
pants hotly in her ear. 


“T’m so gonna kill you.” 


“All in good time now.” Before she has time to say anything he lets go of her, sits up on 
his knees, grabs her legs and places them on top of his shoulders. 


The new angle makes him hit a place inside her she didn’t even know existed and every 
hard and deep stroke makes him strike that spot again. Her brain is now incapable of focusing 
on anything but the intense pleasure she feels as pressure builds up quickly inside her. 
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“That’s it baby, come for the Big Bad.” He removes one of his hands supporting her legs to 
rub her slippery clit between his fingers and she can’t help it. Her cunt seizes and she cries 
out as her orgasm suddenly crashes over her. Her vision whites out as wave after wave of 
ecstasy wash over her. Spike bites the inside of her thigh, hard . 


“God yes, just like that pet, just like that...” 


Her wetness is pooling around his cock, making a slick sound every time he slams back 
inside. 


He grabs her hips with bruising force, “Fuck, gonna come.” He makes a sound that is 
definitely not human before she feels his cock twitch and spurt out his semen deep into her 
tight channel. 


Her inner walls are still throbbing lightly when her vision finally clears up and she senses 
him panting unnecessarily on top of her. 


It feels as though she’s just taken a cold shower when the realization of what they’ve done 
hits her fully. 


She pushes him off of her abruptly. “Get out.” 

“Was just on my way,” Spike replies harshly. 

She darts her gaze away from him while he puts his clothes back on. 

“You tell anyone this happened and I’1] make you fit in an ashtray,” Buffy threatens. 
Spike picks up his leather coat from the floor and slips it on. 


“Like it’s anything I’d wanna brag about,” he scoffs, adjusts the lapels of his duster, picks 
up his boots and walks out of her bedroom. 


She hears the front door slam shut a few moments later. She stays frozen in her bed for a 
few minutes, still trying to process what just happened. 


She feels dirty. She needs to take a very, very long shower. Needs to wash out Spike’s taste 
from her mouth. And other places... 
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3. One More Time 


Spike went back to Giles willingly the next day, still in desperate need for blood and 
protection. 


Buffy didn’t tell them what happened during Willow’s will-be-done spell-or after, while 
they were at her house, but she did tell them that Spike was able to hurt her without his chip 
activating, which had been a wonderful discovery on his part. 


Willow theorized it could have something to do with Buffy’s slayer DNA that was perhaps 
too advanced or unique for the chip’s sensors to detect. They just didn’t know enough about 
the kind of technology used in the chip to know for certain. 


Spike also found out he could hurt demons after one of them attacked the house later that 
day, which meant he wasn’t nearly as defenseless as he’d thought. 


Knowing that he was able to fend for himself, he saw no point staying at Giles’ anymore. 
Besides, Buffy seemed more than eager to not have him around. Since he couldn’t hurt any 
other living creature, the Slayer and him made a truce: She wouldn’t stake him as long as he 
didn’t attempt to kill her. 


He would stay in Sunny D until he found a way to get rid of this sodden chip. He just 
found a dusty crypt in the cemetery that was perfect for his new home. 


So in the meantime he tried to keep himself busy and adjust to his new forced upon 
lifestyle. But after figuring out how to get his blood supply and setting up his crypt, Spike 
didn’t have much to do except for picking fights with demons and thinking about Buffy... 


The witch’s spell really messed with him. He’s always had an obsession with the Slayer. 
Spent countless days dreaming about all the different ways he’d like to kill her. But since that 
bloody spell, his dreams have taken on a much more erotic turn. Instead of her lying dead and 
bloody beneath him, she’s lying naked, moaning his name over and over as he pummels into 
her. He’s getting sick of waking up with a raging boner and Buffy’s name on his lips. He 
thought if he waited a few more days, his desire would subside, but it’s only gotten worse. 


Admittedly, he’d never been with a woman like the Slayer before. She has the strength of a 
vampire, but the warmth of a human. She has the innocence of a young girl, but the fierceness 
of a warrior goddess. She’s insufferable. And beautiful... He shakes his head. 


During that spell, he loved her. For over a century, he’d never loved anyone other than 
Dru. He should find a way to kill the witch just for that. 


And talk about sleeping with the enemy! He had no idea it would be so bloody... hot. It 
was raw, animalistic lust wrapped up in delicious forbiddenness. There is undeniable 
chemistry between them. 


He just has to get her out of his system, he decides. Then he’!I kill her. 


It’s wrong, beyond twisted, but he is a demon after all. 
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Willow has been feeling beyond guilty about the spell she unknowingly cast, but Buffy 
reassured her it was water under the bridge, that she could barely even remember what 
happened after the magic wore off. 


But that’s not true. She remembers everything. In way too vivid details. She keeps telling 
herself that her body was still under the influence of the spell when she continued to have sex 
with Spike, that she never would have kept going otherwise. It was a combination of 
hormones, her still confused brain and the residual effects of the spell, that’s all. 


There’s a cute TA named Riley from her psychology class. That’s who she should be 
thinking about. Not Spike. Not that she’s thinking of him in any way other than with disgust 
and loathing. And dreams don’t count. It’s not her fault her subconscious hasn’t caught up on 
reality yet. 


She hoped she wouldn’t have to deal with Spike for a while, but her mom informed her 
that “the pale looking friend from her rock band” stopped by earlier and said he had to talk to 
Buffy urgently and that she’d know where to find him. 


Part of her suspects it’s a trap and he is only luring her to his crypt to try and kill her. She 
doesn’t trust him to uphold his side of the truce, but she has to find out just in case he actually 
has important information. Besides, she’s not scared of Spike. She knows she can take him if 
he’s dumb enough to try anything. She can do this. 


She takes a deep breath and walks resolutely toward his crypt. 


Buffy kicks open the steel door to find the vampire sitting crossed legged on a 
sarcophagus, holding a bottle of black nail polish. 


“Ok I’m here. What’s so important you had to show up at my house for?” 


“Well hello to you too, sunshine. What do you think of my new crib?” Spike asks before 
blowing on his freshly painted nails. Buffy crosses her arms and looks at him pointedly, but 
he goes on, “I admit it’s a bit of a fixer-upper. Could use a woman’s touch if you wanna have 
a crack at it.” 


“T really don’t have time for this, Spike.” 


“Right then.” Spike smoothly jumps down the sarcophagus, landing a few feet away from 
her. “I want my ring back.” 


“Huh?” 

“The bloody ring I gave you. I want it back.” 

“Well I don’t have it. I threw that ugly thing in the trash first chance I got.” 
“You threw it away?!” 

“Yeah! Get over it.” 


He takes a deep breath in. “Well you see that’s just the thing. I can’t.” 
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“Tt was just some cheap looking skull thingy—” ‘No,’ he interjects, “I can’t stop thinking 
about you,” Spike admits in a sultry voice. 


“What?” she’s taken aback by his sudden change of tone. 

“Can’t stop thinking about fucking you again.” 

“Are you out of your mind?!” Buffy exclaims and takes a step back. 
He advances on her. “You know you liked it.” 

“Tt was the spell!” 


“Bollocks, the fucking, that was just you and me pet. It was like taking a bite of the bloody 
forbidden apple, and you can’t not want another taste after that.” 


She blinks. She definitely didn’t expect him to say this. 
He steps toward her again, stopping only a few inches away. 
“Case in point...” 


Before she has a chance to react, he grabs her chin, tilts her head back and crashes his cool 
lips against hers in a bruising kiss. 


She’s too shocked to move at first, but after a few stunned seconds she pushes him away 
with both hands. She’s gasping for air, but instead of letting her go, Spike brings her back to 
him and swallows her gasp by forcing his tongue inside her mouth. He holds her firmly to 
him with one hand at her nape and the other at her back. 


This kiss is so consuming, her hands move up on their own to grab Spike’s head and 
deepen the kiss further. 


Reality comes crashing back when she feels his denim-clad erection against her stomach. 
She pushes him away again, this time with more force. 


“What do you think you’re doing?” She barely has time to finish the sentence before he’s 
reaching for her again. She goes to throw a punch, but he’s faster. He grabs her wrist and 
spins her so that her back is to his chest. And there it is again. Pressing against her lower back 
this time. 


“T can feel it, Slayer. You know you wanna dance,” his deep, melodic voice rumbles next 
to her ear. 


She tries to ignore the way her body is reacting to him. 
“Spike in case you forgot: we’re mortal enemies!” 
“You always get this wet for your mortal enemies?” 
She scoffs indignantly, “You wish!” 


“Don’t need to. Can smell you.” He shamelessly grinds his erection harder against her 
back at that. 


“You... urgh!” She elbows him in the ribs to escape his grasp. 


15 


“You're a pig Spike.” 
His eyebrows shoot up “Am I? Prove me I’m wrong then.” 


Her fist connects to his jaw with enough strength to make him fall backward onto the hard 
granite floor. She just wants him to shut up already. She stands astride his body and lands a 
couple more satisfying punches to his face before he recovers. He hits the back of her knees 
to make her lose balance and fall on top of him. In seconds, he has her trapped beneath his 
body with her wrists pinned above her head. She remembers ending up in this exact same 
position not too long ago. Except they were in her bedroom. Naked. With Spike inside her. 


They’re both breathing hard. Spike’s eyes glimmer with excitement at having caught his 
prey and a look of hunger flashes across his face. Buffy’s eyes flicker to his parted lips and in 
an instant he’s devouring her mouth again and he’s delighted when she finally stops fighting it 
and kisses him back fully. His tongue slithers deeper inside, greedily exploring every inch of 
her mouth. His lips are insistent and demanding, like he’s trying to swallow her whole, but 
she reciprocates in kind, giving as good as she gets. Their tongues tangle and dance together 
and she notices how his starts to become warmer as her heated breaths transfer into him. 


He starts grinding down on her and she can’t help but follow his movements. 
Buffy moans into his mouth when his groin rubs over just the right spot. 


With his free hand, Spike pops open the button of her jeans and unzips her fly before 
shoving his hand inside. He doesn’t waste time and slides one of his fingers all the way into 
her overheated flesh. 


“Fuck, you’re soaked kitten.” 

A whimper falls out of her lips. 

“Tell me you don’t want this,” he challenges. 
“T don’t even like you.” 

“T don’t like you either.” 

“T kill your kind.” 


“And I bite yours. But I’d rather be doing this right now.” He inserts another digit inside 
her and starts pumping them in and out. 


She’s losing control fast so she frees her wrists from his grasp and flips him over to try and 
gain some of it back. Without thinking, she tears open his black t-shirt straight down the 
middle. 


“Hey, I don’t have many of those you know,” Spike warns her. 
“Also, I got a new bed downstairs that needs breaking in,” he adds suggestively. 
“Downstairs?” 


He lifts them up suddenly so she has to wrap her legs around him and drops them down a 
hole in the ground a few feet away she hadn’t even noticed was there. 
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Apart from seeing some candles and a giant four poster bed, she doesn’t have time to look 
at her surroundings much before she is thrown onto the hard mattress of said bed. Spike gets 
rid of the tattered remains of his shirt and helps her make quick work of her clothes. A thrill 
runs through her at hearing the clinking of his belt buckle. Spike maintains eye contact while 
he unzips his pants and lets them drop to the floor. Of course he was going commando. 
There’s no excuse for what they’re about to do this time, but she tries not to think about it. 


He prowls slowly toward her on the bed until he’s settled between her legs and she feels 
his naked erection pressed onto her stomach. As soon as he reaches her, Spike grabs her 
roughly by the hair and kisses her ravenously. He then starts to suck at her neck with blunt 
teeth and she keens. 


God how he would love to sink his fangs into her. He could kill her now if he wanted; she 
was ripe for the taking. Naked, weaponless, completely at his mercy. He could bag his third 
slayer, feel her essence flow through him... But a kill like that has to be won in battle. Has to 
be earned. And the beast inside him has more pressing urges. And so does the man. 


“Just one more time to get it out of our system, yeah?” 
She nods. 


He rubs his cock up and down her folds for a bit, coating himself with her arousal and 
driving her mad in the process. He lines up his cock to her entrance, looks up to lock their 
eyes together and slams all the way inside. 


He doesn’t give her time to adjust. Instead he immediately starts pounding into her with 
deep, powerful thrusts and she can’t think. She tilts her hips up to meet each of his strokes 
with equal force. They might have shattered their pelvic bones if they both didn’t have super 
strength. The entire bed was shaking with their combined efforts. If it breaks, good , she 
thinks. He isn’t being gentle and she doesn’t want him to be. 


She has her legs wrapped around his middle when he sits up on his heels. His fingers dig 
into her thighs, move lower and pinch her clit. She grinds herself harder on him, digs her 
heels into his lower back while he continues relentlessly rocking into her, one of his hands 
still on her clit, alternating between pinching and massaging it. God, why is he so good at 
this? 


She doesn’t know what to do with her hands so she grabs at the headboard behind her to 
anchor herself. 


Their fucking is too intense for her to last long and she feels her orgasm building up until it 
explodes out of her and she cries out, squeezing around Spike’s length and making him 
follow after her. 


He doesn’t pull out though. He keeps fucking her with lazy strokes; like he wants to push 
his spend deeper into her. She starts rolling her hips because it still feels too good to stop and 
she’s surprised to feel him growing hard again inside her. He makes a low growl at the back 
of his throat and pulls out. An almost pained sound escapes her lips at the loss of him. 


He regards her with half lidded eyes and starts lazily stroking himself, a sight she didn’t 
know would turn her on so much. 


“On your hands and knees Slayer,” he commands. 
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She normally would never agree to this request, but the sound he made and the look in his 
eyes have her blood boiling. She’s still reeling from her orgasm and all she knows is she 
wants more . More of whatever he can give her. 


He holds her hip in one hand and runs his other down her back, feeling every curve down 
to her ass cheek, which he grabs hard and then smacks . The sound reverberates through the 
cave. She makes a small yelp despite herself. She really shouldn’t let Spike treat her like 
this... She is literally presenting herself to him, waiting for him to do whatever he wants to 
her. She’s just about to move away when she feels him finally slide back inside her soaking 
pussy. He goes at a slow and steady rhythm this time, but the new position makes him hit 
much deeper. 


He smacks her right cheek again and the feeling is intensified with him inside her. “Such a 
perfect ass,” he says while he paws at it. 


“No one’s ever been inside your tight little arsehole have they?” 
“Don’t,” she warns and stiffens. 

He lets out a low chuckle and wets his thumb in his mouth. 
“Don’t say no before you’ve even tried it sweetheart.” 

His thumb breaches her opening slightly. 


She gasps at the intrusion and the new sensation, but doesn’t stop him. He starts gently 
moving his finger in and out of her ass in time with his cock. Buffy growls . He only has his 
first knuckle in, but it’s enough to make her arms give out from under her. Her head pressed 
on the pillow opens her even more to him and he laughs again. 


“The lady doth protest too much, methinks.” 
“Ubbhh.” 


He increases the pace. All he can think about now is feeling that tight little nub around his 
cock, how he could take her where no one’s ever been, make her feel things she’s never felt 
before... 


He feels her start to tighten around him. 
“You gonna come with both of your pretty little holes stuffed?” 


“Gahh, don’t stop!” is her only reply. Sensing she’s close, Spike curls his thumb inside her 
and she thrusts her hips back and forth wildly, climaxing a second time. 


“That’s it baby,” he encourages her while she rides out her orgasm and the tight walls of 
her pussy start milking out his own release. 


“Fuck! Fuck! Buffy!” Spike cries out, bucking frantically into her until the last spasms 
have died out and he collapses on top of her. 


He rolls away a moment later, both of them catching their breath. 


“OK, this never happened,” Buffy says once they’ve both recovered. 
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“Well if it never happened then it can’t have been the last time can it...” Spike looks at her 
expectantly. 


She sighs and gives in. Maybe just one more time . 


19 


4. Complications 


Buffy squeezes him, using all of her Slayer’s inner muscles, and his eyes roll up. 
“Uhhh! Do that again!” 

“What, this?” she asks innocently. 

“Yes!” Followed by another moan. “Squeeze me so good...” 

They haven’t made it to the bed this time. 


Spike lost count of how many times they’ve fucked over the past two weeks. Not that it 
matters because it turns out he can never get enough of her. They still have to act like they’re 
bitter enemies outside of his crypt, and well they still are, but it’s hard to resent her when 
she’s like this. 


Her golden hair is bouncing around her as she picks up speed, perched on top of him. He 
has to fight the urge to reach out and feel it slide between his fingers. God, she’s so gorgeous 
like this. Her skin glistening with sweat, her lips parted open, her head thrown back exposing 
her slender neck. He marvels at the smooth planes of her face, the slender curves of her body. 
Her tits are bouncing up and down directly at eye level and he can’t help reaching out to 
fondle them. 


Then he shifts his gaze back up to see her green eyes burn into his and he’s unable to look 
away. 


It had never been like this with Dru. She always seemed to be someplace else when they 
were fucking and he often had to fight to keep her mind from wandering off. It was demon 
lust that drove them. And their cold blooded nature meant their bodies could never get warm, 
no matter how much they writhed against each other. 


But with Buffy, it’s different. She’s so raw and passionate, always one hundred percent 
there with him. Always hyperaware of what he’s doing to her. 


He loves that her heart hammers wildly when she comes. The sounds she makes are like 
music to his ears and never fail to drive him wild. 


Her searing heat would rub off on him until they were both burning up. Spike finds himself 
quickly craving that warmth she gives him. He’s never stayed close to humans long enough 
for them to rub off on him like that before. Mainly cause they tended to get cold once they 
were drained of blood. 


And warmth isn’t the only thing rubbing off on him. He keeps finding himself panting for 
air when he’s with Buffy, not because he needs it; he doesn’t need to breathe, just does it as a 
habit most of the time. It’s almost like her human instincts are influencing him unconsciously 
the more time he spends with her. And he’s starting to smell like her too. He smells her all 
around his crypt, her intoxicating scent slowly making itself a part of him. He could probably 
sniff her out from miles away now. 
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Her blood is the only thing left for him to taste. And she is the only person he could drink 
from without his head exploding. It’s been driving him insane. If he has her blood then he 
can’t have her . If he tried either he’d kill her or she’d dust him. And he doesn’t want to kill 
her so much anymore. 


He really needs to get this sodden chip out of his brain, so he can remember who he is: a 
predator. If he could be a vampire again... could be the killer that he was... But he’s trapped 
with nowhere to go, a shell of the demon he used to be. Maybe that’s why being with the 
Slayer makes sense. Show just how low he’s stooped. The Slayer isn’t scared of him even 
though he could hurt her, kill her. That’s how much she doesn’t see him as a threat. She’d 
never sleep with him if he was back to his old self. 


But he knows it’s more than that. The Slayer and him have always been well matched. She 
acts on instincts just like him and he can sense there’s a darkness inside her akin to his own. 


She’s also perhaps the only one who could even remotely understand how he’s felt since 
the chip. The demons see him as a traitor. He’ll never be human. The Slayer knows that 
feeling of being caught in between two worlds. That feeling of not being able to fully belong 
anywhere, to relate to her peers. Both of them are an anomaly amongst their kind. 


Buffy is stronger, better than everyone around her and yet she still chooses to go to college 
like a normal girl and surround herself with friends and family. No other Slayer has done that 
before, they’ve always been alone, which is why Buffy has lasted this long. 


Speaking of lasting long... The sun was coming up and Buffy’s still keeping his cock 
hostage. He needs to feed and sleep soon, but she keeps squeezing him or rolling her hips just 
right, effectively making him forget all coherent thought. 


He abruptly sits up with her in his lap, driving himself deeper into her. She wraps her arms 
and legs around him like a koala bear while he bounces her up and down his length at a 
furious pace. She scratches his back and bites his shoulder when she comes and strangles his 
cock with her pussy. 


“Bloody... Fuck, Buffy!” 


They fall in a tangle on one of his new Persian rugs. Spike lays flat and closes his eyes, 
feeling thoroughly spent. He’s just about to drift off when he feels her wicked little tongue on 
him, stirring his cock awake once more. He lifts his head from the carpet just in time to see 
her wrap her mouth around his tip and suck in her cheeks hard. He growls. 


“Bloody hell woman, you’re gonna be the death of me.” 


“That’s the plan.” She looks up at him, her eyes filled with mischief and her teeth graze 
along his length. His head falls back with a thud. 


She’s going to ruin him... 


“Have you seen my underwear?” 


“And she’s off...” 
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He reaches over to his nightstand and lights up a cigarette. Buffy had stopped by his crypt 
on her way back from patrolling, interrupting his rewatch of Passions . She’s lucky it wasn’t a 
new episode... 


“You know you don’t always have to run off so quick after you’re done getting your rocks 
off. Wouldn’t hurt for you to stick around a bit once in a while...” he tries. 


Every time Spike attempts to have a conversation with her after they fuck, or even just 
suggest that they see what’s on the telly, she runs out the door and he just doesn’t see what the 
big deal is. 


“T would, but see I don’t wanna be around you any more than I have to. Plus I didn’t think 
you were the cuddling after sex type.” 


“Just didn’t want you to feel used is all,” the vampire grumbles. 

“This is all this is, remember. You use me, I use you, it’s nothing more than that.” 
“Right. "Course. See you next time you get an itch you can’t scratch then.” 

She punches him in the nose for good measure before leaving. 


She doesn’t want anything more to do with him? Fine. Like he gives a bloody damn 
anyway. She’s a good shag. Nothing else. 


Over the last few weeks, Buffy steadily began to befriend Riley from her psych class. Until 
Willow dragged her to a party over the weekend where Riley tried not-so-subtly to flirt with 
her and make his interest in her known. She knows her affair with Spike is getting out of 
hand. Not that it has ever been in hand. So she thought maybe Riley could be just what she 
needed to help her get over it: a nice, slightly dorky, normal guy. It was at least worth giving 
it a shot. So she flirted back and agreed to go on a picnic date with him the following day. It 
was really lovely, he brought food and drinks and he made her laugh. And at the end they 
shared a kiss that made her feel all warm inside. 


Riley seems like the perfect man, but Buffy is apprehensive about taking things further. 


“So, how was your picnic date?” Willow asks later that night as they make their way back 
to the dorms. 


“Tt was nice. First of all, daylight -which was kind of a new venue, Buffywise. And he 
brought all the food and we talked and there might have been a kiss at the end...” 


“Buffy, that’s great!” Willow exclaims. “So was there sparkage?” 


“T think so... He’s— I mean have you seen his arms? Those are good arms to have. I like 
him. Ido...” 


“But..?” 


“T don’t know. I like being around him, you know? And I think he cares about me, but I 
just... feel like there’s something missing.” 


“He’s not making you miserable?” 
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“Maybe yeah. I know... I have to get away from the bad boy thing.” 
“You'd think you’d have had enough after the whole thing with Spike.” Buffy freezes. 


“Sorry,” Willow adds, “I shouldn’t be joking about that since what happened was my fault 
and I still feel so guilty about it...” 


Buffy tries to relax. “Will, it’s okay. You’re right. Riley seems solid, you know. I just don’t 
know if I’m ready to commit to a relationship yet and I don’t wanna hurt him.” 


“Then you should tell him. If he really cares about you he’ll understand if you’re not 
ready.” 


She knows she should give Riley a chance, but... she still wonders if a nice and safe 
relationship could ever be as intense as... well as intense as what she feels when she’s with 
Spike. 


Her thoughts of maybe being with a normal college guy didn’t last long. She soon 
discovered that Riley is part of a secret government organization, called The Initiative, in 
charge of capturing and researching demons for the military. The same people who captured 
Spike and are responsible for the chip embedded in his brain. 


Even crazier is the fact that Professor Walsh had been Riley’s commander. She’d been 
killed by a demon that had gotten loose in the facility not too long ago. Apparently the details 
were classified information. Buffy thought it was weird Riley didn’t try to find out more 
about what happened or ask more questions, but he just said that it wasn’t his place to 
question his superiors. 


It had all been a lot to digest and she told Riley she’d rather keep things casual between 
them for now, that she wasn’t ready to commit to anything serious yet. Her and relationships 
didn’t mix well. Riley was understanding, just like Willow said he’d be. He told her she could 
take as much time as she needed. 


She didn’t tell Riley the whole truth though. She didn’t tell him one of the reasons she 
couldn’t commit is that she’s been sleeping with one of the very things they’re both fighting 
against. She hasn’t told anyone actually. She only told Tara and Willow that she slept with 
Spike that one time during the spell. And the way they reacted... Like it was the worst thing 
in the world. She made them promise not to say anything and she knew she couldn’t tell them 
the truth after that. After all, she can’t expect her friends to understand when she can’t even 
explain to herself why she keeps going back to Spike again and again even though she 
absolutely should know better. It’s like he’s her kryptonite. Every time she’s been with Spike 
she’s told herself it was the last time, but whenever she passed by his crypt after that, she 
hadn’t been strong enough to resist the strong pull she feels toward him. I mean he’s a 
soulless demon. And she wants him. What does that say about her? 


Spike found out about Riley of course. And he doesn’t like it one bit. It’s not enough to 
drive him away though. Oh, he makes sure he’s always around once the sun goes down and 
the soldier is busy with The Initiative. Since Spike is still hiding from the military, she can at 
least keep him at bay when she hangs out with Riley. Which tonight, she unfortunately is 
not... 


23 


It’s just another boring night patrolling the cemetery with no demons in sight when Buffy 
hears a rustle behind her. 


“Looking for me?” 
“Well I’m looking for vampires to stake, so unless you’re offering...” 


“Ha-ha,” Spike says humorlessly as he comes out of the shadows. “Haven’t seen anything 
pop out of their graves for a while. Pretty slow night I reckon.” He stalks toward her, his eyes 
full of intent. 


“Could go back to my crypt if you’re in need of some action. I know I am,” he leers and 
curls his tongue behind his teeth. 


“That’ll be a big no.” 


“Ok so if you don’t wanna go inside... I could bend you over one of those tombstones, 
make you scream where anyone could hear you instead.” 


“Or you could try,” she taunts, taking him by surprise. 
“That a challenge, Slayer?” He raises his scarred eyebrow, sounding intrigued. 


Spike was right. She was feeling pent-up from the no vamp action, so she raises her fists 
and takes on a fighting stance. 


“Give me your best shot.” 


The vampire doesn’t hesitate and lunges at her in the next moment, but she easily blocks 
off his attack. They begin to spar, falling into a dance they both know well. 


Spike slowly manages to direct Buffy where he wants her, busying her by making her 
evade and counter all his moves. When she’s finally close enough, he shoves her against a 
nearby tombstone and he’s there in a flash, pressing against her back and effectively trapping 
her. 


She’s wearing a pair of brown leather pants tonight with no button, making it easy for him 
to slip his hand inside. He hums appreciatively. 


“That’s my girl. Always so wet and ready for me.” 
She throws her head back and head-butts him, making him stumble backward. 


Before he can recover, she turns swiftly and hits him hard enough to make him fall to the 
ground, then walks over to him and steps on his throat with the heel of her boot, not hard 
enough to hurt, but enough to hold him back. 


“T’m not your girl.” 
He grabs her ankle and yanks so she falls on top of him. 


He spins them and traps her beneath him in the dirt. Then he pulls back just enough to rip 
open her shirt right down the center, exposing her front to the cool night air. 


“Now that’s what I call getting down and dirty.” He grins smugly at her while doing that 
thing with his tongue again. 
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She finds herself grinning back despite herself. 
“Ready to forfeit?” 


“You forgot one thing.” She reaches down to grab the stake she’d kept hidden on the inside 
of her high thigh boots. 


She catches him off guard and reverses their position. The tip of the stake is pressed right 
above his heart. He lays still, his palms open on each side of his head. 


Their gaze lock and time seems to freeze. Her slayer instincts urge her to spring into 
action. Yet he knows she won’t kill him. And she knows that he knows that. 


Spike knocks the wooden stake out of her grasp with his left hand, tangles his other one in 
her hair and harshly brings her mouth to his. She bites his lip. He bites her tongue. 


They fall into another one of their now familiar dance, this one with a much more 
satisfying ending. 
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5. Resolve 


The whole gang is gathered at Giles to research some suspicious demon activity when 
Spike suddenly drops by to inform them that word on the street is some kind of demon hybrid 
is trying to recruit vampires. 


“And what exactly do you want in exchange for this information?” Giles demands while 
cleaning his glasses. 


“Oh I’m sure Buffy’ll think of somethin’.” He winks at her. She flushes instantly and looks 
away. 


She’s grateful when there’s a knock at the door, but her stomach drops when she sees Riley 
standing on the other side. She forgot she told him about their gathering tonight. 


“Hey, I’m here, what did I miss?” 
“Oh uh, not much.” 


Panic instantly rises inside her at having Spike and Riley in the same room. She knew it 
was bound to happen eventually. 


“Well I’ve got some of my guys investigating down at the sewers, there’s been report of an 
HST attack there. They’ ll let me know once they’ve neutralized it. Maybe it’s related to what 
you’re... looking for...” he trails off noticing Spike sitting at the bottom of the stairs. 


“Is that Hostile 17?” 


“Me? No, I’m just a pal of Xanders here,” Spike attempts to lie in a terrible American 
accent. It doesn’t fool anyone. 


“Bugger it. I’m your guy.” 


“This is Spike, he’s um... It’s a really long story, but he’s not bad anymore. I mean he uh, 
he can’t bite or hurt anyone.” Buffy omits the fact that Spike can still hurt her, not ready for 
that explanation. 


“Thanks to you wankers,” Spike adds. 


“We’ve been looking all over the place for him and you’ve known where he’s been all 
along?” 


“Tt’s not like that,” Buffy defends. 

“Then what is it like? What’s he doing here?” 
“He has information. He— he’s here to help.” 
“Help? Why would he do that?” 


“T don’t have anything better to do really.” Buffy glares at Spike, but he pretends to be 
busy checking out the black polish on his finger nails. 
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She turns back to Riley, “We sort of have a— a truce going on. Really it’s ok.” 
“Buffy, you can’t really believe you can trust this guy?” 


“IT can show you where that demon was last spotted, but we have to go now. And this 
deal’s only with the Slayer,” Spike interrupts. 


She looks at Riley apologetically. “I’m sorry, I have to go.” 
Spike gives Riley a triumphant smile as he walks out the door with Buffy. 


“This better be worth it,” Buffy warns as they walk in the direction indicated by the blond 
vampire. 


“What, so you can go back to your new boy toy? You afraid he’|! find out you already got 
the upgraded model?” he sneers and rolls his tongue behind his front teeth. Urgh, why is it 
just as sexy as it’s infuriating when he does that? 


“He’s not... will you just shut up?” 

“What are you doing hanging around with that wanker anyway?” 
“Jealous?” 

Spike scoffs, “Yeah right, as if!” 

Buffy stops in her tracks to turn and look at him, her resolve made. 
“Look, this thing we have, it has to stop. I’m done with it.” 

“Oh and you’re gonna tell me this had nothing to do with Mr. G.I Joe?” 


“Tt has to do with you being an evil, soulless thing and me being the Slayer and finally 
coming back to my senses!” she exclaims. 


“Fine! Go be little miss self righteous. You’! come crawling back soon enough.” 
“No, I won’t,” she says sternly. 
“We'll see.” 


They arrive at the location, which looks like an old abandoned warehouse. The hybrid- 
demon is gone, but after knocking a few heads, they get some information. Apparently his 
name is Adam and he looks part demon, part machine and part man. Nothing anyone has ever 
seen before. 


After learning all she could, Buffy just leaves Spike at the warehouse without saying 
another word. 


After that, she made a promise to herself that she would try to give Riley a real chance and 
avoid Spike at all costs unless it was work related. She’s succeeded to stay away from his 
crypt this past week and intends to keep it that way. 


She’s gone out to the Bronze with Willow tonight for a much needed girl’s night. She 
barely sees Willow at their dorm room anymore since they’ve both been pretty busy. They’d 
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gotten some fruit punch and are now sitting at one of the high tables while Buffy fills her up 
on her day. 


Riley gave her a tour of the facility earlier. The colonel, who was Professor Walsh’s 
replacement, didn’t seem to like her very much. He didn’t take her job of being the Slayer 
very seriously, but agreed she could be a powerful asset to their operation as long as she 
didn’t interfere. She asked about Adam, but he assured her they were looking into it and that 
it was unlikely such an HST existed without them knowing about it. 


“So you’re not going to, like, join them now are you?” Willow wonders. 


“What? No! Their colonel seems like kind of a jerk to be honest. No, it just means that 
now if I need help patrolling I can ask for a heavily armed team to back me up. And Riley 
looks kind of good in his army gear, you should see it.” 


“T’ll take your word for it. I just think you should be careful.” 
“About Riley? I thought you liked him.” 


“No, about the whole Initiative I mean,” Willow clarifies. “There’s still a bunch of stuff 
about them we don’t know.” 


“T know that. Believe me. I mean even they don’t seem to know everything that’s going 
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on. 
Willow nods quizzically before moving on, “So where’s Riley now?” 
“Oh, he had to go to bed early tonight. Part of his whole military schedule.” 


Then Tara shows up and they move to the red couches of the sitting area. Buffy had 
expected it to be just her and Willow tonight, but she likes Tara and it’s nice to see Willow be 
so happy. Only thing is, as soon as Tara’s arrived, Willow only has eyes for her and Buffy 
feels a bit left out as the two witches sit next to each other, whispering and giggling together. 


Out of the corner of her eye, she suddenly spots a certain platinum blond vampire sitting 
on one of the bar stools. Great, just what I need , she thinks. As soon as he catches her eye, 
Spike raises his beer toward her, but Buffy pointedly ignores him. She guesses now that Riley 
knows his whereabouts and Buffy vouched for him, he doesn’t see a need to keep a low 
profile anymore. 


Buffy tries to keep her attention on her friends, but it’s not long before they make up some 
excuse to go back to the dorms, saying they want to “practice some spells”. 


“Sorry, Buff. You gonna be okay?” Willow asks apologetically. 
“Yeah, don’t worry about me. You two have fun with the magic.” 


With a sigh, Buffy gets up to go pay her tab, noticing Spike still sitting by himself at the 
bar. Still she wasn’t going to engage with him. 


“Buy you a drink?” She hears beside her. 


“T’m good, thanks,” she answers without turning. 
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She goes to take back her credit card from the bartender, but Spike snatches it at the last 
second, forcing her to acknowledge him. 


“Hey! Give it back!” 
“Come on Summers, one drink. What else you got to do?” 


“Lots of... things...” Truth is she didn’t have anything else planned, she’d been supposed 
to spend the whole evening with Willow, but then she’d been all with the leavy... 


“Plus you owe me one after I helped you find out about that Adam demon-guy.” 


She tries to give him a pointed look, but he starts to give her puppy-dog eyes and she 
cracks. 


“Ok fine!” She gives in, “one drink.” They’re in public so it’s not like anything could 
happen anyway, she reasons with herself. 


Spike smiles in victory and asks the bartender for two beers and one “blooming onion” 
whatever that was. 


“Hey, I didn’t say yes to food,” Buffy argues. 
“You gotta try this onion thing, it’s amazing.” 
Her curiosity gets the best of her and she asks, “how come you can even eat human food?” 


“Don’t need to eat, doesn’t mean I can’t. Most food tastes pretty bland to us vamps, but 
once in a while I stumble onto something that fancies my taste buds. Like this thing.” 


He starts to go on about food and decorating his crypt and she hasn’t even finished her 
beer when two shots she didn’t notice him order appear in front of them. 


“You like bourbon?” 

“Ew.” 

“Have you ever tried it?” 

“Don’t need to try it to know I don’t like it.” 


He pushes the shot toward her. “Now, I think we both know that’s not exactly true is it?” 
he purrs seductively. Buffy flushes as she recalls the sensation of him when he... She blinks 
and downs the shot in front of her to push the memory away. She makes a face and a 
disgusted sound as the liquor burns down her throat. Spike just smiles at her and downs his 
own shot without flinching. 


“So not a fan of bourbon. But you’re a college girl now, gotta find what’s your poison of 
choice. Whiskey?” 


She gives him a look. 


Somehow she lets Spike convince her to do three more rounds, finally deciding that the 
Jack Daniels isn’t too bad. She’s starting to forget she’s supposed to stay away from him. He’s 
just so... easy to chat with, strangely enough. She’s not afraid to speak her mind with him and 
he’s a surprisingly good listener. 


29 


She starts telling him how college is harder than she expected. Being the Slayer is already 
a full-time job and it’s hard to keep up with her classes. And she doesn’t even know what she 
wants to do yet. 


“You're not the school type. Sitting in a classroom, doing homework, that’s not you. You 
wanna be where the action is. Learn from experience, live by your own rules.” 


“T can’t just give up though.” 
“Yeah, you like to see things through don’t you. Resilient is what you are.” 


He keeps on talking, but it’s getting hard to focus on his words. Instead she finds herself 
focusing on the way he absentmindedly swirls one of his fingers around the rim of his empty 
shot glass. His black nail polish was starting to chip, but she has to admit the look suits him. 
Then she darts her gaze back up and moves on to admire his impossibly sharp cheekbones 
before slowly getting lost in the blue depths of his eyes. She’s never really appreciated how 
thick his eyelashes are before and the leftover eyeliner under them emphasizes his piercing 
gaze even further. She suddenly becomes aware of how close they’ve gotten while talking. 
She’s been unconsciously leaning toward him and he’s looking at her intensely now. She’s 
just about to pull back when he grasps her hand assuredly and demands in a low voice, 
“Come dance with me.” 


She looks down at their hands, but he doesn’t wait for her to reply. It must have been the 
alcohol or the sensuous song playing or his hypnotic eyes because she only hesitates for a 
moment before letting Spike lead her away by the hand. 


As soon as they reach the dance floor, he softly grabs both of her arms, wraps them around 
his neck and pulls her close. She is immediately enveloped by the smell of cigarettes, leather 
and the unique blend that was just Spike . 


Spike’s hands are on her hips, gently swaying with her and she slowly starts giving in to 
the music. 


He presses his forehead to hers, looking thoroughly consumed by her and he looks like 
he’s going to kiss her so she turns around in his arms. She keeps one of her hands around his 
neck and presses her back to his chest, letting his open duster surround them as they keep 
swaying to the music. 


She was hoping this position would help to cool things off a bit, but his breath was directly 
in her ear and her butt was fully pressed against his front, steadily grinding to the beat of the 
song and the friction was going straight to her core. Her breath was coming in short and her 
whole body felt overheated. 


“He can’t give you what you want,” she hears him whisper lowly in her ear. 


Riley. She completely forgot about him. She can’t let Spike know the effect he’s had on 
her though. 


“He’s... dependable,” she tries. 
“Boring,” he counters. 


He traces a slow, deliberate path with his hands from her hips, to her ribcage, to the swell 
of her breasts, making her whole body tingle from his touch. She was wearing a lilac halter 
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top that stopped just above her belly button and on his way back down Spike lets his 
fingertips brush over the smooth expanse of her stomach. It’s like electricity was sparking 
wherever his hands touched her. She tries not to react, but when she feels a cool tongue press 
against the pulse point of her neck, she can’t help the full body shudder that runs through her. 
Accompanied by a rush of liquid heat between her legs. He could feel her pulse hammering 
through her veins. Could feel her body responding to him. Her head falls back against his 
chest and he tightens his grip on her waist. 


His nostrils flare, smelling her arousal. “I know what you want right now Buffy, and it’s 
not him,” he purrs. 


She has to leave. Now. Before her head gets too foggy with Spike lust. 
She opens her eyes. “You’re wrong.” 


Before she can give him a chance to change her mind, she untangles herself from him and 
backs away. “I have to go.” 


Spike opens his mouth to say something, but Buffy is already walking toward the exit, 
leaving him to just stand there and sigh in defeat. 


Spike is wrong. Riley is what she wants. He’s one of the good guys. Human. He’s the kind 
of guy who wouldn’t hurt her. 


Her mind set, she goes to Riley’s place and knocks on his bedroom door until it opens to 
reveal him with sleep tousled hair, wearing a white t-shirt and pajama bottoms. 


“Buffy, what are you doing here? Is everything okay?” 


She raises herself on her tiptoes and presses her lips to his. His lips were warm just like 
lips should be. Not cool like marble until they stole her warmth. She could feel his heart 
thudding beneath his chest. He kisses her back and gently wraps his arm around her. Buffy 
sighs into his mouth and closes the door behind them. 


“No talking, okay?” 
Riley just nods and carries her to his bed. 


Yes. This is what she needs, she keeps repeating to herself. 
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6. ‘Til It Hurts 


Buffy’s stake is forcefully knocked out of her grasp and the newborn vampire she’s been 
fighting with lunges itself at her. They land roughly on the ground, making her temporarily 
winded. 


“Need a hand?” She hears the clinking of his lighter before she lays her eyes on Spike to 
her right, casually leaning against the stone wall of his crypt while lighting a smoke. Why 
does he have to live right where she works? 


“Nope, I’m good,” Buffy replies with a strained voice as she tries to keep the snarling 
vampire’s fangs away from her neck. 


“Suit yourself,” he shrugs and takes a long drag of his cigarette. 


With a powerful shove, the Slayer throws the vampire in the air and raises herself up from 
the ground in one smooth movement. She picks up her stake, dodges the oncoming attack of 
the rabid demon and kicks him square in the stomach. 


Spike stands back and enjoys the show. He likes watching the Slayer fight: the way her 
strong body moves with such grace and power, how focused and confident she is. He knows 
the fledgling vampire doesn’t stand a chance. He keeps on smoking and watches until the girl 
inevitably dusts the vampire. 


He takes one last drag before flicking his cigarette away. He’s just about to compliment her 
prowess when a gust of wind blows in his direction. His nostrils flare. A flash of rage 
immediately ignites inside him and he clenches his jaw hard. He vamps out the next second 
before he can gain control over his demon. 


“Tell me Slayer, does soldier boy know he’s getting my sloppy seconds?” 
Buffy stares down his yellow eyes with a shocked expression. 
“How did you...” 


“T can smell him on you.” There’s distinct disdain in his voice. “So you finally opened 
your legs for the boy huh? Let him have a taste...” 


He stalks toward her and she backs away instinctively. She hasn’t seen him look this 
predatory since their very first encounter. 


“Did he even have dick enough to make you come with?” 
His crude words finally restore her voice. 


“Tt’s really none of your business Spike,” she spits out and turns to leave. She wasn’t going 
to take the bait. 


“None of my...” he trails off in anger and abruptly steps in front of her. He easily yanks 
the stake from her hand. She really should tighten her grip on those things. She’s staring at his 
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ocean blue eyes again, but the look in them is just as menacing as the demon’s. He’s standing 
only inches away from her when he growls, “You’re mine, Buffy.” 


She stands her ground this time. “I am not. Yours.” She lifts up her chin to hold his gaze, 
eyes blazing. 


“Ts that what you think?” His voice takes on a dangerously soft tone. 


He grabs her arm and she immediately decks him, her fist landing on his nose with a 
satisfying crack. Spike recovers quickly and grabs for her again. He blocks off her next punch 
and somehow manages to wrestle her inside his crypt and down in his basement even with her 
scratching and snarling at him like a hellcat. Still, he knows she’s not fighting back as much 
as she could. Which is why he’s able to toss her on his bed and handcuff one of her wrists to 
the headboard with a defining clink. 


“What are you doing?!” she exclaims. Ignoring her, he weaves the short metal chain 
through his headboard and secures her other wrist. “When did you even get these?” She 
rattles the cuffs. 


He steps away, his chest heaving and his expression tells her she probably shouldn’t keep 
talking. He looks like he’s struggling not to vamp out again. With a grunt, he starts pacing the 
cave back and forth and attempts to get his thoughts in order. 


“You think I like having you in here? Destroying everything that was me until all that’s left 
is you and a dead shell.” 


“Let me go then.” She tugs on her restraints. 


“You think you can just keep pulling my strings like I’m your bloody puppet? Think you 
can keep making up the rules as you like? Well I think I ought to make up some rules of my 
own.” 


He removes his black combat boots and his long leather coat, feeling more self-assured. 
He prowls in her direction, his temper quickly being replaced by dark lust. 


He grabs her ankle. She tries to kick him, but he dodges easily out of the way. 


“Ah-ah-ah-ah, none of that now.” Spike seizes her leg again and removes her boots one at 
a time. 


She could probably stop him if she wanted, but she has a perverse curiosity to know what 
he’ll do next and she can’t ignore the throbbing need that has started to pool between her legs. 
And she knows he can smell her arousal with his stupid heightened vampire senses. 


“What are you gonna do to me?” she can’t help but ask. 
He yanks her pants and underwear down in one swift motion. 


“Gonna fuck you so hard you won’t be able to walk straight for days. Won’t be able to 
have anyone’s cock inside you but mine. You’re gonna crave me like I crave blood, Buffy. 
Gonna keep you here until you realize no one can satisfy you but me.” He rips her shirt and 
bra down the middle, making her breasts pop out. “No one else can give you what you need.” 


33 


She swallows hard. Her pussy is absolutely drenched from his words. She rubs her thighs 
together to ease some of her discomfort and whimpers. This really shouldn’t turn her on so 
much, but something about being restrained like this, forced to let him be in charge, fills her 
with nervous excitement. 


She watches him take off the rest of his clothes. Her nervousness instantly changes into a 
flash of panic when he gets up on the bed, unexpectedly rests each of his knees beside her 
head and straddles her face. 


“Now, be a good girl and open wide.” He presses the tip of his already swollen cock to her 
mouth, urging her to take him inside. 


Her eyes spit venom, but she opens anyway and he slips past her glossy lips and inside the 
wet heat of her mouth. 


Spike braces his hands along the wall and starts thrusting rhythmically into her. 


“Uhhh, wish you could see yourself like this: handcuffed to my bed while I fuck your hot 
little mouth. This is where you belong, Buffy.” 


She balls up her fists and tries to relax her throat while he keeps ramming his cock in and 
out. Her eyes start to water, but she refuses to close her eyes. 


“You gonna swallow my cum like a good little Slayer?” She’s not really in a position to 
answer and a moment later Spike shoots down her throat with a grunt and she has no choice 
but to swallow around him. 


He draws back, panting heavily and she’s surprised to see an almost reverent look on his 
face. He runs his thumb along the sides of her mouth to wipe away the saliva that has dribbled 
down. 


His eyes lower to her chest and he pinches her nipples between his fingers. She arches into 
his touch. 


“My turn.” 


He lowers himself between her legs and flicks his tongue against her clit a few times 
before he sucks it eagerly into his mouth. 


She instantly wishes she could free her wrists to grab his hair, but settles for grinding her 
pelvis against him instead. 


His tongue prods her hole before dipping in and spreading her juices around. Then two 
digits are inserted into her opening and he starts pumping them in and out at a leisurely pace. 


“Spike...” Buffy mewls out as he fucks her with his fingers and tongues her clit in just the 
way he knows she likes. 


She feels herself climbing up toward her imminent orgasm when he suddenly pulls away 
just as she’s about to reach the top. A sharp, frustrated whine comes out of her mouth. Spike 
looks up at her. 


“Something you want, pet?” 


“You know what...” 
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“Tf you want to come, you have to ask and say ‘pretty please’ first this time. I’m sick of 
you getting whatever or whoever you want so easily.” 


She was no beggar. 
“I’m not gonna do that,” she says, sounding less stern than she wanted. 


Spike gives her one of those annoying, devilish smirks. Like a cat ready to play with the 
mouse. Before eating it. 


His size always overwhelms her whenever he starts breaching her opening. His cock seems 
to stretch her to the limit, fill her up to the brink before the walls of her pussy mold around 
him as if he was made for her. 


Once his cock is fully settled in, he doesn’t waste time and begins pounding into her for all 
he’s worth. His fingers rub frantically at her slippery clit and it’s not long before she’s 
writhing and gasping beneath him. She begins clenching around his length when he stops, but 
stays buried inside her. 


She makes a sound of protest and tries to raise her hips, but he shoves them down the 
mattress and puts his entire weight onto her to prevent any movement. 


He takes on a reprimanding tone, “tsk-tsk.” Her eyes shoot daggers at him, but he remains 
unfazed. 


“You know what you have to say...” 

She stubbornly presses her lips shut. 

“Fine then,” he says casually, and the bastard pulls out. 

He starts stroking himself between her open legs and there’s nothing she can do but watch. 
“Want me back inside?” 

Her hips rise of their own volition, but still she says nothing. 

“Your pretty swollen cunny would look so much better wrapped around my cock.” 


The word is on the tip of her tongue. Part of her desperately wants to give in, wants to say 
and do whatever he asks, anything to make him touch her. But she can see he wants it just as 
badly as she does. She thinks if she can hold out just a little longer, he’ 1 break first. 


With his hand still gripping his member, he begins to slide the head of his cock 
tantalizingly slow up and down her slit. He teases her flesh unhurriedly from her clit to her 
opening and back up again, as if trying to entice her. Or drive her out of her mind with need. 
Every time she tries to shift her pelvis to make him slide in where she needs him, he pulls out 
of reach. So she eventually stops moving and lets him slowly torture her with his cock. She 
feels pulled taut, ready to snap. After a while he draws back and pushes two fingers inside her 
instead. He curls them and lets her meet his thrusting digits. 


She’s desperate for her release, but she tries to hide it this time, hoping she can come 
before he notices, but he pulls his fingers out at the last second. Finally, she can’t take it 
anymore. 
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“Spike, please!” she keens. 

“Please what?” 

“Fuck me, make me come, please!” 

“Since you ask so nicely.” And he rams his cock back inside her sopping pussy. 


“Yes, yess, give it to me, please, please, please,” she chants over and over as her body is 
finally pushed over the edge. She’s almost sobbing. It feels so good, tears prickle at her eyes. 


“You’re so sweet when you beg Slayer.” 


He raises her hips off the bed and keeps slamming back into her grasping cunt with 
bruising force. He keeps on fucking her and she feels herself building up toward another 
climax before the waves of her first one even stop. 


“Oh god, oh god...” 


“That’s it, baby. My sweet girl. Want you to keep coming around my cock while I fill you 


up.” 
A flick of his thumb on her clit is all she needs. She cries out as they both climax together. 
Her legs buckle under the blinding pleasure that rips through her over and over. 


She lies bonelessly on the satiny sheets after what feels like forever, her body still reeling 
from the aftershocks. 


She’s not sure how long Spike stays there lying on top of her with his head in the crook of 
her neck, but she has to admit she doesn’t mind the weight of him on her too much. After 
their heavy breathing subsides, the cave falls completely silent and Buffy feels almost 
peaceful. 


She had completely forgotten about the handcuffs, until she hears a metallic clink and her 
wrists are suddenly free. There are red marks on her wrists and her arms ache from being held 
up for so long, but she can barely feel it through the post-coital haze. Spike settles the 
manacles on the nightstand. 


“Don’t get any ideas. I’m not finished with you yet.” 


But an idea suddenly does cross her mind and she acts on it before she can hesitate. “Or 
maybe, I’m not finished with you.” 


She rolls on top of him and reaches for the handcuffs he’s just put down. A surprised and 
amused expression crosses Spike’s face. 


“Turnabout’s fair play wouldn’t you say?” She dangles the metal cuffs above him. 


“Oh baby likes to play.” He raises his arms so she can snap the handcuffs around his 
wrists. She didn’t really expect him to agree to turn the tables so readily. His willingness to let 
her take charge surprises her slightly, but a rush of excitement quickly follows at the sight of 
him wearing the handcuffs and the feel of his growing erection beneath her. She doesn’t 
bother attaching the metal cuffs to the headboard, not deeming it necessary. She knows he 
could break out of them just as easily as she could have if he really wanted. His blue eyes 
burn into her as she settles above his cock and impales herself onto him. 
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She scrapes her nails down his torso, grazing his nipples in the process and he hisses. She 
enjoys seeing the red marks appear on his pale, muscular chest so she does it again, harder 
this time. 


“Fuck!” Spike hisses again, bucking up into her. 
“Ah-ah-ah, none of that now.” She repeats his earlier words. 
Spike smirks at her and keeps his hips still, letting her set the pace. 


Steadying herself with her hands flat on his chest, she lets the sensations overtake her and 
throws her head back, focusing only on the smooth glide of his hard cock along the 
hypersensitive walls of her pussy. 


When she looks back at Spike, he’s regarding her with dark eyes filled with wonderment. 
Like he can’t quite believe she’s real. His lips are parted slightly and he strains his 
outstretched arms, making the muscles in his biceps bulge. 


Keeping her gaze locked on him, she runs her hands up his arms slowly, wanting to feel 
those muscles beneath her fingers. Spike closes his eyes and stretches his head back against 
the pillow in pure bliss as her hands deliberately continue their slow journey. He keeps 
clenching and unclenching his fists until she takes hold of his bound wrists and squeezes. The 
sight of him like this, at her mercy, completely undone by her, makes her feel all kinds of 
powerful. 


She rolls her hips in a sensuous dance that has Spike purring like a cat under her. 


But soon the moment becomes too intimate. The way he’s looking at her with half lidded 
eyes, the quiet sighs of pleasure being the only sounds surrounding them, the way his body 
completely surrenders to her, it’s all too much. 


So she decides to pick up the pace, bouncing up and down his cock faster and faster while 
balancing her hands on his chest. 


“Fuck!” Spike exclaims, unable not to thrust back into her now. 


Their frantic rhythm has the desired effect and she can feel him getting close. His eyes are 
shut in concentration and his fists are clenched hard. His whole body starts tensing up. She 
lifts off of him and his eyes snap back to hers. 


“You’re gonna say pretty please?” she asks sweetly. 


Spike growls at her and the sound sends a thrill up her spine. She wants nothing more than 
to sink back down onto his length, but she waits. 


To his defense, he doesn’t make her wait long. “Please Slayer. Ride me ’til it hurts.” 
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7. Ultimatum 


She hasn’t been able to stay away from Spike since that night. 


But Buffy continues to see Riley too. She knows she can’t keep this up forever, but she 
doesn’t know what else to do for now. 


Spike said she was his . And she can’t let that happen. She has to keep things on her own 
terms. She won’t let him have any more power over her than he already has. She can’t deny 
that she wants Spike and he’s not going to let her anyway, but she can’t allow herself to forget 
what he is either. What he’s capable of. 


Spike knows there’s nothing he can do about Buffy still seeing Riley. He just has to deal 
with it. There is no way he’s letting the commando have her all to himself. He just makes sure 
the Slayer is too sore and too exhausted from having sex with him to have sex with Riley 
most of the time. And it works. 


Riley isn’t exactly lacking in the downstairs department, but he doesn’t have anything 
close to the stamina Buffy and Spike share. With Riley, it’s mostly one and done and leaving 
her unsatisfied. She tries to convince herself that it’s enough. Tries not to picture Spike’s face 
when Riley is above her. Tries not to think of him when she comes. But finds she can’t climax 
any other way. It makes her feel terribly guilty. She really does care for Riley and he doesn’t 
deserve to be led on that way. He’s always so sweet and gentle with her... And that’s just the 
thing. 


Spike fucks like a demon. She doesn’t have to hold back with him. She knows he won’t 
break. She can vent all of her frustrations on him and he takes it and returns it in kind. He 
knows she won’t break either. There’s no shame or judgment with them, nothing is ever too 
much and it makes her feel... free. And she craves that feeling. 


But Riley makes her feel safe. Like she can trust him with her heart. And she also craves 
that feeling. She doesn’t have to keep him secret because it makes sense for them to be 
together. She just wishes things weren’t so complicated... 


Spike is resting atop his sarcophagus when he hears footsteps slowly approaching. With 
his eyes still closed, he grabs the arm reaching for his throat. 


“From the sound of those massive mud flaps, I’d peg you as a demon. Which means 
you’re in for a world of... pain...” he trails off as he opens his eyes. He rapidly gets to his 
feet. From the look of it, the Frankenstein creature standing in front of him had to be this 
“Adam” he’d been hearing about. 


“Spike. You’re going to help me with my problem,” Adam says. 
“Why is that exactly?” 


“T’m going to help you with yours.” 
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“Two slayers,” Adam asks, pacing around the vampire’s crypt a moment later. 


“That’s right.” Spike clinks his lighter shut after lighting the cigarette hanging from his 
mouth and lets out a big cloud of smoke. 


“And you killed them both?” 
Spike grins, “Yeah. I killed the hell out of them.” 
“Yet you fear this one?” 


“Hey watch it mate,” he warns, sounding offended. “I don’t fear anything. Just know my 
enemies.” 


“Do you? Then why haven’t you killed this slayer yet?” 
“Because...” he trails off, trying to find a decent explanation. 


Most of the demon world knows about his chip, but not that Buffy is immune to it, so he 
tries his luck: “Stinking, rotten luck is why. And on top of that, now I got this buggering chip 
up my head.” 


“Yes. Your behavior modification circuitry. I know what you feel.” 
Spike scoffs softly, “Not likely.” 


“You feel smothered. Trapped like an animal. Pure in its ferocity, unable to actualize the 
urges within. Clinging to one truth. Like a flame struggling to burn within an enclosed glass. 
That a beast this powerful cannot be contained. Inevitably it will break free and savage the 
land again. I will make you whole again. Make you savage.” 


Spike can’t help but be moved by Adam’s speech. 
“Wow. I mean, yeah. I get why all the demons fall in line with you.” 


“T will restore you to what you once were. When I have the Slayer... how and where I 
want her.” 


So he knows why Adam is recruiting demons now. He’s planning to unleash them on the 
soldiers inside the Initiative. Let them massacre each other and create more bio-mechanical 
demonoids like him with the leftover parts. He also wants Buffy trapped inside the Initiative 
before making her part of the casualties. And he thinks Spike is just the man for the job. 


He could play double agent, he muses. Maybe he could fool the hybrid demon long 
enough for him to remove his chip... Pretend he was helping him deal with Buffy while 
tipping her off at the same time. It’d be a risky game though. He could end up dead. 


Does he really want to go back to his former self? Adam appealed to his inner demon. And 
for a moment, he wanted nothing more than to be a savage beast again. But Buffy appeals to 
the man he once was. He feels like more than just a monster with her. Nothing had ever made 
him feel that way since becoming a vampire. 
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Buffy is making him weak, he knows that. And she’s playing him like a fiddle. I mean she’ 
still shagging the Initiative guy and he’s letting her for god’s sake! If he had any real self 
respect, he’d kill her and get his chip removed. He keeps having her back over and over but 
does she ever show any gratitude? And how does soldier boy not know any of this is going 
on? Useless git. He should at least let Adam kill the boy, do the world a favor. 


But as for the Slayer, no one is allowed to kill her but him. 


Even though truth be told, he’s had plenty of occasions to bite her. Hell, he should have 
done it after she first slept with the soldier and he had her handcuffed to his bed. Even just so 
he could claim her blood. But he knows leaving his mark on her would be crossing a line and 
a sure way to lose her. Besides, he doesn’t even want to bite her anymore. At least not without 
her willing consent. The thought of it used to excite him, but now imagining the look of pain 
and distress on her face makes him want to stake himself. 


And the thought of her gone... it makes him feel empty inside. 


Maybe instead of tipping her off, he should lead Buffy away when the time comes and let 
soldier boy be part of the massacre. Pretend he hadn’t known anything about it. Or maybe if 
he helps her defeat Adam, he’Il be seen as a hero and she’! ditch captain cardboard. 


He just wants her all to himself. He’d only ever felt this possessive over Dru before. But 
more than that, he wants her to choose him, he realizes. He knows they don’t have a future 
together. Or, more that she doesn’t have a future with him . But it doesn’t seem to matter 
whenever he thinks about her. Which is constantly. She occupies his every thought. He closes 
his eyes and all he can see is her. 


God, he’s pathetic. Things aren’t supposed to be this bloody complicated! 


What would Drusilla say if she saw what Buffy has reduced him to? She’d been right 
when she said that he was all covered with her, that the Slayer was all she could see when she 
looked at him. He hadn’t wanted it to become true, but she’d been right... 


Buffy went patrolling with Riley tonight. 


He’d sort of tagged along without her asking. She knows he’s just trying to help and she 
appreciates it really, but he’s kind of slowing her down a lot of the time. He has all this fancy 
gear and methods that take three times the amount of time it takes for her to stake a vamp. 
She was just about to dust one when he got in the way and almost got himself bit in the 
process. 


And then he went back home with her and has ended up watching a movie with her and 
her mom. About halfway through, he does the not-so-subtle yawn and stretch move to wrap 
his arm around her shoulders, which doesn’t go unnoticed by her mom. She has to admit, it’s 
nice to get to bring a guy home for once and at least her mom seems to like Riley. And really 
how could she not? Riley is charming, polite, smart and sweet, a real mom pleaser. He even 
volunteers to do the dishes after they finish eating their movie ice cream sundaes he helped 
make. To be honest, Buffy had kind of planned to spend the evening catching up with her 
mom alone since she doesn’t see her as much these days, but she doesn’t have the heart to tell 
Riley. She’s still enjoying her evening though. 
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At some point her mom asks if Buffy and Riley are together and things get awkward for a 
moment. Then Riley says “We’re taking things slow for now, we’re still getting to know each 
other. Your daughter’s a really special girl, I want to do things right by her.” And before he 
leaves, he kisses her goodbye at the door in a way that feels pretty official to her. She’s not 
sure how to feel about it. It’s a good thing though, right? That’s what she wants. 


Finally. He watches from behind the tree facing Buffy’s house as the commando gets in his 
car and drives off. Thought he’d never bloody leave. It’s not fair that sodden Riley gets to 
hang out with her friends. Be a part of the gang. He gets to spend the evening with her mom. 
Meanwhile Spike is just Buffy’s dirty little secret. 


He lights up his fifth cigarette and listens to the sounds of Buffy getting ready for bed 
while he ponders his options. 


She’d been asleep for less than two hours when she feels the bed dip beside her. 
“Riley?” she asks sleepily. 
“Much better than that.” 


Spike. She feels him completely bare behind her as he spoons her close and palms one of 
her breasts like it’s the most natural thing in the world. 


“What are you doing here? Are you crazy?” 
“No, just horny for some Buffy.” 


She’s only wearing a black cami and a pair of matching panties and she feels his erection 
pressing directly against her barely covered ass. 


She feels his cool lips on her neck and she has to stifle a moan. She hates that her body is 
already wet and aching for him. 


“My mom’s sleeping in the other room.” 

“We'll just have to be real quiet then.” 

“Spike...” she warns. 

Spike shushes her as he leaves a trail of wet kisses up her neck. 


She really should argue more, but she’s too tired. Her body becomes soft and pliant in his 
arms. 


The hand cupping her breast slowly descends inside her panties and into her soaking flesh. 


He inhales sharply at finding how wet she is and leans his forehead against the back of her 
head. She bites her lower lip to keep from whimpering at the contact. 


Since she’s rarely sleeping at home now, she hasn’t even had sex with Riley in her 
bedroom yet. And somehow this is the second time Spike finds himself in her bed. 
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She writhes against him, needing him inside. Choosing not to tease her this time, he pulls 
her thin underwear to the side, wets his cock with her arousal and sinks in. A low moan slips 
out of her then, but Spike quickly clamps a hand over her mouth to stifle it. 


Thrusting rhythmically into her tight channel, the blond vampire starts whispering in her 
ear, “You spent the evening with that tosser, but you didn’t invite him upstairs cause you were 
waitin’ for me weren’t you, pet? You try to convince yourself that this isn’t what you want, 
that you don’t feel the most alive spending your nights with a dead man, but it’s not working 
is it? Tell me, do you picture me when you’re fucking him?” 


She nods helplessly against his hand. 


When she climaxes, she bites the inside of his index finger hard and moans something 
that resembles his name. 


Spike bites her shoulder with blunt teeth to stifle his own sounds of pleasure as he empties 
himself inside her. 


They don’t say anything afterward. Spike peppers kisses where he bit Buffy’s shoulder and 
he feels her relax in his arms. She must have been really tired because she doesn’t even try to 
kick him out before she starts drifting back to sleep. 


He feels bad leaving her all sticky so he reaches over to the nightstand to see if she keeps 
any tissues in there. He doesn’t find any, instead something familiar catches his eye in the 
moonlight and he grabs it between his fingers. He looks down at his black skull ring then 
back at Buffy. A strange feeling bubbles up in his chest. She’d kept it. Since the spell. 


After a moment, he puts it back in the drawer and closes it shut. 


Spike kisses Buffy’s sleeping form one more time before slipping back out the window. 


That seemingly simple discovery confirms what he already knew deep down. He finally 
faces the inevitable truth: he is utterly, hopelessly in love with the Slayer. And she feels 
something for him too. 


The day comes for Adam to put his plan into action. 
If Spike fails to get Buffy inside the Initiative alone, their deal is off. 


There’s no way around it really. He’s not willing to put Buffy in danger in order to have his 
chip removed. So he waves goodbye to his only chance at freedom. Instead they come up 
with a plan to defeat Adam together with the help of the gang and he fights beside Buffy. If 
she had any doubts about his true alliance, he hopes they’re gone after that. He chose her. 
He’ll always choose her. She has to know that. 


After the battle is over and the Initiative is officially gone for good, Riley struggles with 
finding himself suddenly without a purpose. He’s had to detox from the drugs the Initiative 
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had secretly been feeding to him. It hasn’t been easy, but Buffy has helped him through it. 
And once he gets better, he finally tells Buffy how he feels about her. He looks her in the eyes 
and tells her he loves her. But before she can even respond, he gives her an ultimatum. 


He tells her he’s tired of her keeping him at a distance. He says he wants to feel needed, 
wants her to let him in. And that if she can’t do that, if she doesn’t feel the same way, he’ll 
leave on a secret mission for the military this very night. A mission that doesn’t require him 
to come back. She won’t even be able to contact him. Buffy doesn’t want to see him go, but 
feels like there’s nothing she can do if he really wants to leave. 


A few hours later, Xander comes to see her and he immediately notices that something is 
off. So Buffy tells him about the ultimatum Riley gave her. 


“You gonna let him go?” he simply asks once she’s done. 
“Tt’s not my decision to make.” 

“Of course it is.” 

“Well, it’s not fair.” 


“Who cares if it’s fair? In about twenty minutes Riley’s gonna disappear, maybe forever, 
unless you do something to stop him.” 


“T really thought he was... dependable,” Buffy tries to explain. 


“Yeah. I think you mean convenient. I think you took it for granted that he was gonna 
show up when you wanted him to, and take off when you didn’t.” 


She’s taken aback by Xander’s directness. He wasn’t wrong though. 


“Tf he’s not the guy for you, if what he needs from you just isn’t there, let him go. Break 
his heart and make it a clean break. But if you really think you can love this guy... I’m 
talking scary, messy, no-emotions-barred need... if you’re ready for that... then think about 
what you’re about to lose.” 


She thinks about her friend’s words. She wants Riley to be the guy. She wants to give him 
all those things he asked for. But she knows deep down, she doesn’t feel that way about him. 
Spike’s face keeps appearing in her head. If she really loved Riley, she wouldn’t have kept 
sleeping with Spike. 


So she lets Riley go. 


Why can’t she want the nice guy? What is wrong with her? 


Killing things is just what she needs, she decides the next night. She gets a few slays in, 
but makes a point of avoiding Spike’s side of the cemetery. Which turns out to be pointless 
because he pops out from behind a grave just as she drives her stake through the last 
remaining vampire. 
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“Nice work, love.” 
She rolls her eyes and dusts herself off. 


“So word on the street is soldier boy left for good huh? Always knew that wanker wasn’t 
man enough for you. Or not monster enough...” 


She was in no mood to deal with him tonight. 
“Go away, Spike.” She starts walking away, but he follows in beside her. 


“I mean it was bound to happen eventually, right. You keep making notches in the 
headboard and eventually they all get up out of the bed and run off don’t they? Except for 
me.” 


She makes an expression that says ‘seriously?’ and walks faster, but he steps in front of 
her. 


“Look, I’m sorry. What I mean is: he didn’t deserve you.” 

“I’m not talking about this with you. Just leave me alone.” She goes around him. 
“Ok, let me do the talking then.” He blocks her off once more. 

“T love you,” he rumbles in the low baritone of his voice. 


She closes her eyes. Oh god. This cant be happening , she thinks, but Spike goes on, 
“You’re all I bloody think about. Dream about. You’re in my gut. In my throat. I’m drowning 
in you Summers, I’m drowning in you...” 


She tries to reason with him. “Spike... Whatever you think you’re feeling, it’s not love. 
You can’t love without a soul.” 


“Course I can. Something’s changed. The way I feel about you, what we have, it’s real. I 
know you feel it too.” 


“Spike you’re a killer. Riley being gone doesn’t change that.” 
“T’ve changed Buffy. I fight for the good guys now remember?” 
“That’s just because of the chip! It’s just... holding you back.” 


“No, it’s not just the chip, I’m telling you, something’s happened to me. I-I actually want 
to be better Buffy. I can be better. For you. Besides I could have had the chip removed 
remember? But I chose you.” 


She doesn’t allow for his words to sink in. 


“Spike, Riley just left town because of me. Because I was too... unavailable. Emotionally. 
And-and he’s right. What I was doing, it was wrong and I knew it and I kept doing it anyway. 
I clearly have some serious issues I need to work through and I shouldn’t be getting involved 
with anyone right now. Including you.” Especially not you , she thinks. 


Spike was about to say something, but she cuts him off. 


“You and me, it’s just never gonna work okay? I need you to stay out of my life. I mean 
it.” 
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A look of genuine hurt flashes across his face. She’s never seen him look so... vulnerable 
before. A part of her wants to take that hurt away, but she knows she has to be strong about 
this. She reaches out to touch his cheek. 


“T’m sorry, William.” 
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8. What Happens In The Alley... 


It’s Thursday night and Buffy is at the Bronze with Willow and Tara, sitting at their usual 
table. They’re supposed to be studying, but her friends suggested going out instead. They 
probably noticed she’s been feeling pretty down these past few days and needed some 
cheering up. 


“So Buffy, ’ve been meaning to ask, how are you holding up? You know since the whole 
Riley thing? You’ve been pretty quiet about it,” Willow says hesitantly. 


“Oh you know...” Buffy makes a vague gesture. “I’ll be fine. It’s just hard to know that he 
left because of me.” 


“Tt’s not your fault you didn’t feel the same way Buff. And at least you ended things before 
anyone got too hurt.” 


Yeah right... Before she can think twice about it, she blurts out, “It wasn’t just Riley 
though... who I had to end things with.” 


Her friends exchange a confused glance before Willow carefully asks, “What do you 
mean?” 


Buffy gathers up her courage. “I was also... sleeping with someone else. Before anything 
even happened with Riley. Which is one of the reasons why I couldn’t give him what he 
wanted.” 


“What?! Who? How come we never knew about this?” Willow exclaims. 
“Because... Can we get a drink first?” 
Buffy asks for a shot of Jack Daniels and downs it quickly. 


“Ok, please try not to judge me too hard for this, but these past few months I’ve been... 
sleeping with Spike.” 


They both stare at her with wide eyes. 
“You mean... more than the one time?” Tara asks dumbfounded. 
She nods. 


Willow breaks out of her stupor. “Oh my god. I mean Spike?! Buffy, what were you 
thinking?” 


“T don’t know okay! It started after that spell you did and I just couldn’t stop after that... I 
tried, but he just made me feel... free. Alive. Look, I know it doesn’t make any sense, but I 
ended it after Riley left. After Spike also told me he... loved me.” 


They both take some time to process the information and Willow’s expression becomes 
more sympathetic. 
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“Wow. Buffy... I can’t believe you’ve kept this to yourself for so long. It must have been 
weighing on you so much. I mean, I’m your best friend and I didn’t even notice something 
else was going on...” 


“T’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I guess I was afraid it would become too real if I said it out 
loud. But it’s over now. Completely over. No Riley. No Spike...” 


They all stay silent for a few seconds, not knowing what to say before Tara breaks the 
tension and asks, “Should we get some more drinks?” 


Buffy lets out a long sigh of relief. “Yes, please.” 


Spike is swirling his whiskey, sitting at the only demon bar that hasn’t kicked him out yet. 


“Double-shot of O-neg, ’keep. And make it the good stuff this time,” he says when Willy 
gets to his side of the bar again. 


He might as well blow off all his money. It’s not like he worked for it anyway. 
He downs his whiskey and blood one after the other. 


Willy goes to take back the bottle of alcohol next to him, but Spike snatches it away with a 
snarl. 


“Leave it.” 

“You sure, buddy?” 

He gives him a look and the bartender backs away slowly. 

That’s it. He’s blown his chance with her. He doesn’t understand. He did everything right. 


Riley is finally out of the picture. He fought by her side, turned his back on evil (if you 
don’t count the money he just stole), he gave her the speech and still she rejected him. He 
knows she feels the same way he does. He can feel it. She just doesn’t want to admit it to 
herself. 


He tried to sleep with Harmony to mend his hurt feelings, but it was all wrong. She isn’t 
her . He hasn’t even been able to bring himself off. Nothing would do except for Buffy. She’s 
ruined him. 


Can’t she see how he burns for her? How he’d be willing to do anything for her? 


And how is he supposed to stay out of her life completely? He doesn’t feel whole without 
her. 


He needs to go outside. Clear his head. He takes the bottle with him and steps out of the 
bar. 


Spike leans back on the wall of the darkened alley, gets his lighter out and lights up a 
smoke. He takes a long drag and exhales slowly. Don’t think about her, don’t think about her . 


He closes his eyes. He misses the warmth of her skin. Misses her taste. Her scent... He can 
sense her general direction if he concentrates enough. But no . She wants him to stay away 
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from her, so he’ll do just that. He takes another long swig from his bottle. Maybe if he’s 
lucky, he’ll be able to drink his feelings away... 


Buffy steps out into the back alley of the club to get some fresh air and tries not to hurl on 
the pavement. She might have overdone it with the drinks. She leans her forehead against the 
wall and takes a deep breath in. 


Dont think about the evil blood sucking fiend. Think about anything but the evil blood 
sucking fiend. 


She thinks she might be imagining it at first when she starts to hear a familiar voice 
singing off-key in the distance. “Nothin’ to do, nowhere to go-o-oh, I wanna be sedated...” 


She turns her head in the direction of the sound. The alley is really dark and her vision is 
kind of blurry and for a second she thinks she sees two of him. 


“Spike?” 


When the vampire comes fully into view, she notices him swaying on his feet slightly and 
holding an almost empty bottle of alcohol of some kind. 


“Are you drunk?” 
“Not nearly enough.” He assesses her, “Are you drunk?” 


“Me? No way! I just had a few drinks and started to feel a bit sick, but I’m all better now,” 
Buffy adds, maybe a bit too quickly. 


“Sure you are.” 

“What are you even doing here?” 

“Needed to talk to you.” 

“How’d you know I was here?” 

“Tracked your scent.” 

She giggles at that. Ok maybe she’s still a little tipsy. “What are you, a dog?” 


“No...” Spike trails off and steps closer. His gaze drops to her lips and he doesn’t say 
anything else. 


“So..?” 
“What?” he asks, his eyes still glued to her mouth. 


She licks her lips involuntarily. “What did you wanna say to me?” Buffy’s mouth feels dry 
all of a sudden and her own eyes dart down. 


“Oh yeah,” he suddenly says as if he just remembered. 


She doesn’t even have time to blink before his mouth closes over hers in a sloppy kiss. A 
very sloppy kiss considering they’ve both been drinking (really she’s just tipsy). All tongue 
and teeth with no finesse. He tastes like cigarettes and alcohol and blood , but she doesn’t 
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care. She still can’t get enough. She grabs him by the lapels of his leather duster and brings 
him flush to her. His bottle clatters to the ground. 


He makes a hungry noise at the back of his throat and roughly pins her to the brick wall 
she’d been leaning on a moment ago. It makes her teeth clack together, but she barely feels it. 


His hands seem to be everywhere at once. And he can’t stop kissing her. 
“Need you.” He puts her hand on his throbbing erection to prove his point. 


She’s breathless. His lips become more and more demanding. He wraps a hand under her 
jaw to lift her chin higher and hold her head in place. He tugs on her bottom lip. Plunges his 
tongue deeper into her mouth. She feels dizzy. 


“Spike, you have to stop.” Buffy pulls on his sleeve and tries to turn her head away, but he 
won’t let her. 


“Can't.” 
“Spike!” she tries again. 
He finally draws back long enough to let her breathe and sighs in frustration. 


“T want you. You want me. We don’t have to make it about more than that right now,” he 
says and starts rubbing her through the denim of her jeans. 


She tries to make her brain focus, “Someone could walk out and see us.” 
“So it’s the fear of getting caught then, is it?” 
He looks around. “That needn’t be an obstacle.” 


He leads her away and finds a spot behind some crates that’s completely darkened and 
hidden from prying eyes. 


The vampire pushes her against the wall once more then kneels down in front of her. Buffy 
feels her heart thudding in her ears. Spike presses his nose directly in her crotch and inhales. 
Then he looks up at her, his eyes dark. She feels enthralled by him. She runs her hands 
through his slicked back hair, encouraging him. In the next moment, he pulls down her pants 
and underwear completely off her legs, grabs one of them and places her thigh to rest on top 
of his shoulder, opening her up to him. He licks up and down her slit. Circles her clit and 
sucks it into his mouth like a man starved. Grips her ass with one hand to bring her closer. 
Worships her with his lips and tongue and teeth. One of her hands is on his shoulder for 
support while the other strokes his hair, tugging when he hits a particularly sensitive spot. It’s 
hard for her to keep her moans in check, especially when he slips two of his fingers inside her 
and starts to seesaw them back and forth. She’s so close, everything inside her tenses up, 
waiting for her to fall over the precipice. 


Buffy’s voice is hoarse when she demands, “More.” 


And who is he to deny her? Spike obliges right away and wedges a third digit inside. He 
only has time to pump them in and out a few times before her cunt clamps around his digits 
like a vice and she comes apart violently. She holds his head in place for a while and keeps 
writhing against him, prolonging her orgasm for as long as she can. Good thing he doesn’t 
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need to breath, but even if he did, this would be a great way to go. He keeps lapping at her 
until her nerves become too sensitive and she has to yank his head back and release him. 


He wipes his glistening chin with the back of his hand and sucks his fingers into his 
mouth, looking up at her all the while. 


With a groan, the Slayer pulls him up by the lapels of his coat and reverses their positions. 
She unbuckles his belt, lowers herself to the ground and rests her knees on her discarded 
jeans, which is good because she’s not sure her legs could have kept supporting her for much 
longer. She tugs down his pants and wraps her slender fingers around his aching cock. Spike’s 
head falls back against the brick wall in pure bliss at the feel of her hot mouth around him. 


“Buffy...” he breathes out her name like a benediction. 


She cups his balls in one hand and tightens her grip on the base of his cock with the other. 
Seeing Buffy on her knees, her mouth eagerly working his length, with the taste of her cum 
still on his tongue, is too much for him and he already feels like he’s about to burst. 


“Need to be inside you, now,” Spike growls with urgency. He hauls her up against the wall 
and she wraps her arms and legs around him. 


Everything inside him screams mine as he delves into her hot and wet quim. It feels like 
coming home. His cock buried inside Buffy’s cunt feels like the closest thing he’ll ever get to 
heaven. 


And being drunk doesn’t make him any less talkative, so he immediately starts babbling 
dirty nothings in her ear, 


“God you feel so good Buffy, so tight, so perfect. Wanna stay buried inside you forever.” 
“Shhh, shut up,” she urges, clutching harder at his leather coat. 


The alcohol might have lowered her inhibitions, but not enough to forget they’re still 
technically in public. 


She rolls her hips and tries to anchor herself. Spike is gripping her ass so hard she knows 
he’s leaving red finger marks all over it. She presses her mouth against his to stifle both of 
their moans while Spike bucks into her. The feel of his cock throbbing inside her and his 
pelvis pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure makes her join him 
almost instantly. 


They’re still panting and barely have their pants back on when she hears Spike say, “Let’s 
go back to my crypt.” 


And really at that moment, even though she should, she’s in no state to refuse his offer. 
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9. Comfort 


Buffy wakes up and something immediately feels off. She isn’t in her bedroom and strong 
arms encircle her. She feels satiny sheets at her front and a hard chest at her back. Then she 
remembers ending up at Spike’s crypt after leaving the Bronze. She’d fallen asleep. Fuck. 


“Morning, pet.” 


Spike nuzzles her hair and tightens his arm around her middle, snuggling up to her even 
more. She has to admit, she hasn’t slept this well in a really long time. The cave is dark, safe 
for the faint glow of dying candles. 


“How do you know it’s moming?” 

“T got a sense for these things.” His erection starts poking her backside. 

“T should really go then.” 

“What’s the hurry, love?” His voice is thick with sleep and unmistakable arousal. 


“The hurry is I left the Bronze without letting anyone know and been gone all night. And 
don’t call me love.” 


“Didn’t seem to mind it before, or with any of the other little nasties we whispered last 
night.” He nibbles her earlobe before closing his lips around her neck and it’s hard for her still 
sleepy and slightly hungover mind to focus. 


“T have to explain why I left to Willow and Tara...” She arches her neck back, giving him 
better access and contradicting her words, but she can’t help it. 


“From what I heard, they probably preferred to be alone anyway.” 
“They’re gonna be worried...” 


It was harder and harder to concentrate with his sinful mouth doing sinful things to her 
right now. 


“Just tell °em you got held up by some nasty vamp...” 


She whimpers when he starts shallowly thrusting against her backside and wetness 
immediately pools between her thighs. 


“Just stay a bit...” 
“T’ve got a literature class at one...” 
“Still plenty of time then.” 


To her defense, he’s really good at convincing. 
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A few hours later, Buffy finally manages to get up, reluctantly leaving the comfiness of the 
bed and of a very naked Spike, to pick up her scattered clothes from the floor. She zips up her 
jeans, sits back on the side of the bed and starts buttoning up her blouse with her back to him. 


“Last night, I told Willow and Tara about you. About... us.” 
“Ts that right? What made you do it?” 


“T was just tired of feeling like a fraud I guess. Of course, as soon as I tell them it’s over, I 
end up back in your bed the very next day.” 


He chuckles softly. 
“So much for that.” 
“This... it can’t happen again though.” 


Spike sighs and sits up on the bed as well. She can feel him hovering behind her. He 
considers his next words carefully before he asks, “What if I promise to behave? Could we at 
least not revert back to being enemies? Maybe try to be civilized with one another?” 


“Civilized huh? I don’t think that’s in your nature.” Buffy finishes buttoning up her shirt 
and turns her head to look at him. 


“Doesn’t mean I can’t be. I could still, you know, help out whenever you need and such. 
Last I checked we made a pretty good team.” 


She ponders his proposition. She still doesn’t trust Spike, but it sounds like he means it. 
Trying to avoid him completely hasn’t worked out so well. Maybe this is worth giving it a 
shot. 


“IT suppose. Doesn’t hurt to have an extra set of muscles around. You know, to fight 
demons.” 


“Right.” 
“T’ve really got to get to class. I guess I’ll... see you later.” 


Well that’s something at least , Spike thinks. 


Spike makes good on his promise to behave. Mostly. 


Buffy has to admit, when they aren’t fighting against each other, they do make a good 
team. She saw it when they fought side by side inside the Initiative and she sees it whenever 
they patrol together now. 


They fought nine vampires together the other day. As they were being surrounded, they 
only had to share a glance to know what the plan was. About halfway through, when Spike 
lost his weapon, Buffy tossed him her stake and they effortlessly kept throwing it back and 
forth to one another almost as if they shared the same mind. It was a pretty exhilarating fight. 


The gang is even getting used to Spike joining them during patrol. Willow asked if 
something was going on with Spike, but Buffy only replied with ‘it’s complicated’. It’s not 
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like they’re friends or anything. More like colleagues. Well ok, maybe a bit more than that. 
She’s not sure how to define their relationship honestly. 


His whole demeanor is quite different lately. She can see he’s trying. He’s not making any 
sexual innuendos or inappropriate comments in front of her friends. He’s making it easy to be 
around. Even though she hasn’t reciprocated his feelings, he has stayed. He hasn’t pushed. He 
waits for her to come to him. It’s not a secret that fighting makes them both horny so she 
slipped once or twice, but he didn’t ask for more and wasn’t smug about it either. 


It’s a different dynamic, but it doesn’t make things any less confusing. For now she just 
tries to go with it and not think too much about what this new alliance means. 


Buffy had exams all day and right after the sun set, vampires attacked the campus and she 
had to find their lair and kill them one by one, but not before getting her ass kicked. 


She’s tossing and turning in her bed, unable to sleep. Her neck is killing her from the 
earlier fight when she got thrown onto some sort of stone monument. 


So she decides to go for a walk and ends up in front of Spike’s crypt. She considers turning 
away. 


While she tries to make up her mind, she walks up and rests one of her hands on his door, 
almost imagining she could touch him through it. But Spike was trying to be better and she 
should too. 


She turns to leave, but only makes it a few steps before she hears the door open followed 
by Spike’s deep voice behind her. 


“Going somewhere?” 
“How did you know I was here?” 
“Vampire remember? I could feel you.” 


His button up shirt was left open and he wasn’t wearing anything underneath, leaving his 
toned abs and chest on display. She tries not to stare. She really does. 


“Right. Sorry. I-I should go.” 

“No. You should come inside.” 

He pulls her in gently by the arm. 

“T just had a-a long day...” she tries to explain as he closes the door behind them. 
“Let me make it better then.” 

And that’s what she’s afraid of. 


Whether or not she had wanted to, she has started to rely on Spike. Truth is she came to 
him tonight looking for comfort. And she knows she shouldn’t be looking to him for that. 


It’s just... She doesn’t have to think when she’s with him. He allows her to shut off her 
brain completely and just feel . She can let go with him. Let go of the burden of being the 
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Slayer. The stress of school. The stress of life in general. She can trade all of that for the feel 
of his tongue, his teeth, his hands, his cock... Which is dangerous. 


She’s no longer so sure that a vampire without a soul can’t love. After all, she’d seen the 
way he behaved toward Drusilla, no matter how twisted it was. You don’t stay that devoted to 
someone that insane for over a century without loving them. And she also saw him change 
these past few weeks. But everything else that she’d said to him in the cemetery is still true. 
She still has things to figure out about herself. Important things. She still feels like some parts 
of her are maybe missing. Or incomplete. Damaged... 


But with Spike she somehow feels... understood. Like he can see those parts that she 
doesn’t. It sometimes feels like he knows her more than she knows herself. Which is crazy to 
say. 


His hand trails down her arm to hold her wrist and he suddenly looks more hesitant. 


She knows he’s used to taking whatever he wants, but since his promise, he really seems 
adamant on staying in her good graces. He’s still unsure what the rules are now and so is she. 
They haven’t talked about his love confession or the fact that she rejected him or the fact that 
they’ve kept sleeping together after that. She suspects he’s afraid she’ll push him away again 
if he asks about it. 


He looks at her, seeking approval before he leans his head down and tentatively brushes 
his lips to hers. 


She shivers despite herself. 
“Ts this okay?” Spike whispers, his lips still barely touching hers. 
Buffy nods. 


He kisses her fully then. He gently presses her back against the wall and starts nibbling at 
her lips in a way that instantly makes her whole body melt. She wraps her arms around him 
and sighs into his mouth. He takes the opportunity to deepen the kiss. But when one of his 
hands closes over her nape, she hisses in pain and he pulls away instantly, inspecting her. 


“You hurt, Slayer?” 


“Tt’s nothing. Some vampires attacked the campus earlier and I think I pulled a muscle in 
my neck while I was fighting one of them,” she says while rubbing her neck. 


“Hm. I think I know something that could help with that. Sit,” he tells her and points to his 
sofa chair. 


“Really I’m sure it’ll heal soon,” she says, but sits anyway. She’s still not used to seeing 
Spike be so concerned with her well-being. 


She watches him go to his mini fridge and take out an ice cube tray. 
“Take off your jacket.” 


He goes behind her while she complies. A moment later, she feels one of the ice cubes at 
her nape and stiffens. 


“Relax.” Spike tells her in a soft voice and rubs little circles on her flesh with the cube. 
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She tries her best to do as she’s told and ignore how strange the situation feels. He’s got his 
TV playing at a low volume so she focuses on that while the ice slowly melts on her skin and 
drips down her back. She must admit, the cold is helping to numb out her injury slightly. 


After the whole ice cube has melted, Buffy tentatively stretches her neck. 
“Mm, it actually feels better now.” 
“Good.” 


Then his strong hands are on her, taking the place of the ice and he begins massaging the 
back of her neck. His touch is firm and sure and it feels too good to even think about 
objecting. After a few minutes, his dexterous fingers move on to work the knots out of her 
shoulders. Buffy is purring under his touch as she feels all the tension leaving her body. She 
doesn’t think she’s ever felt so relaxed before. She tries to keep focusing on the TV, but her 
eyes close by themselves and her head lolls down, seemingly refusing to hold itself up 
anymore. 


Her awareness comes back when she feels herself being lifted from the sofa chair. Oh god, 
has she been drooling? 


“Wha-?” 
“Shhh, I’ve got you love.” 


Spike can tell she’s exhausted from her day so he takes her weight and carries her 
downstairs. He lays her down on the bed and takes off her shoes, socks and pants before 
taking off his own. 


He climbs atop her body and lets her slip his shirt off his shoulders. He starts grinding 
down on her while giving her slow, languid kisses that quickly have her out of breath. Soon, 
they’re both completely naked and he takes his time kissing and caressing every inch of her 
body. He dips his head down and trails a wet line between her breasts with his tongue before 
sucking her nipple into his mouth, making sure to give the other one equal attention next. He 
then takes his time tasting her until she pulls him up by the hair. 


His cock glides effortlessly between her soaked folds and she only has to tip her hips up 
slightly for the head to slide in. They both gasp at the sensation, but he doesn’t ram in all the 
way like he usually does. Instead he makes them luxuriate in the moment as he sinks in inch 
by exquisite inch until he’s sheathed inside her completely. He pulls back just as 
excruciatingly slow before sinking back in the same way, making her feel like all of her 
nerves are on fire. 


She raises her pelvis and angles it a bit differently the next time he pushes back in and lets 
out a loud moan when his cock hits that magical spot deep inside her. Her toes curl, and she 
digs her nails into his sides. The next thrust is harder and Spike breathes in sharply and 
clenches his jaw, looking unacceptably too sexy. 


They undulate and writhe against each other in a way that should be too intimate, but feels 
absolutely perfect. He doesn’t whisper any lewd comments in her ear this time and it feels... 
it’s almost like... he’s making love to her. Or at least being more tender than usual. She 
hadn’t liked when Riley had acted in the same way, it always made her feel uncomfortable. 
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But with Spike she can’t help but be swept up in the moment. She nibbles his earlobe, 
kisses down his neck when he tilts his head back, grabs his butt with both hands and pushes it 
down toward her to make him go deeper. Sinks her teeth in his bicep when he gives a 
particularly deep thrust. She loves every moan, gasp and grunt she gets out of him. Can’t get 
enough of them. Of him. 


He laces their fingers together and stretches her arms above her head. His tongue is in her 
mouth and she can’t think or breathe and all she feels is Spike. Like she’s drowning in him. 


Her climax doesn’t come hard and fast. It builds up and up and up and she feels it through 
her entire body as it lasts and lasts and lasts. They convulse around each other, keeping their 
gaze locked the entire time. It somehow feels more intense than all the other times when he’d 
pounded into her relentlessly. They both keep pulsing lightly with aftershocks while she 
stares into his blue eyes. He seems to be searching hers for something. She strokes his cheek 
and watches his expression soften. 


Once he pulls out of her and rolls on his back, Buffy lays her head on his chest and lets 
Spike stroke her hair. He takes her hand in his, brings it to his lips and plants a kiss on it. 


“T love you,” he says, his voice barely above a whisper. 
Buffy stops breathing and her body tenses slightly. 
“T mean it, you know.” 


She stays silent, but Spike can hear her heart beating faster above him. He places her hand 
back on his chest. 


“Don’t worry, you don’t have to say it back.” Yet. 


After a moment, Buffy relaxes in his arms again. She cuddles into him and starts drifting 
off while he keeps stroking her hair. He kisses the top of her head. 


He’ll wait for her. He’s going to earn a place in her heart, he vows. 


No matter what or how long it takes. 
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10. Mine 


“Urgh, I’ve never felt so icky in my life!” Buffy exclaims as she steps into her house with 
Spike. 


“Yeah, and chances are there are more of those slimy bastards around. Visca demons 
usually like to travel in packs,” Spike informs her, closing the door behind them. 


“Great.” 


Their fight with the visca demon has left them covered in slime from head to toe. Willow 
and Tara had stood back and done a paralyzing spell while Spike and Buffy had chopped the 
demon in half. But instead of going gentle into that good night, it had exploded into a giant 
ball of green viscous fluid all over them. 


The two witches had gone back to the dorms while Spike and Buffy went to her house 
since it was closer and her mom was still at work. 


“T need a shower, like, right now.” 
“T second that. Mind if I tag along?” 


Buffy looks at him. It would be cruel really to refuse him a shower. She couldn’t even 
stand the thought of staying five more minutes covered in this stuff and he got the worst of it. 


“Uh no, that’s fine. Come on.” She takes the stairs two at a time, Spike hot on her heels. 


She strips down to her underwear as soon as she gets to the bathroom while Spike takes off 
his boots and the rest of his garments. He eyes his shirt and pants on the floor with a 
disgusted look. She can tell he’s thinking about how he has absolutely no desire to put them 
back on. 


“T’ll go put our clothes in the wash first,” she says. 
“Thanks ever so, love. Just leave the coat. Gonna have to wash it by hand later.” 


Buffy turns away from the very much naked Spike and hurries to the basement to start the 
washing machine. 


Spike had already begun washing himself when she steps into the shower with him. She 
immediately starts doing the same, eager to get rid of the sticky feeling and smell. Spike 
scrubs his hair, getting rid of the slime and hair gel at the same time. She scrubs at her arms, 
but then gets distracted by the sight of the blond vampire. 


It rarely rains in Sunnydale, but seeing Spike like this kind of makes her wish it did more 
often. The way he bends his head back toward the spray and runs his hand across his face, 
eyes closed, mouth slightly open while droplets of water bounce off his skin, get caught in his 
eyelashes, run down his body, over his chest and toned abs, then lower... 


Her eyes flicker back up when she realizes she’s been caught staring and feels Spike’s eyes 
hot on her. 
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Them working together, being on the same side, it’s good. And her attraction to him keeps 
complicating things. Buffy doesn’t want to lose the comradery that has started developing 
between them. 


She turns around, away from temptation, and starts shampooing her hair. 
“Let me,” Spike rumbles behind her. The sound of his voice alone makes her shiver. 


His fingers replace hers in her hair and she lets him massage her scalp. Buffy can’t help 
but moan softly under his heavenly touch. 


He leans her back against his chest, directly under the water spray, and rinses the shampoo 
out of her hair. Her head falls back on his shoulder with a sigh. 


Maybe they could break the rule one more time... Oh who is she kidding? She says that 
every time and her excuses for breaking the rule are getting flimsier by the day. She always 
wants him. And Spike is always willing. 


Her face angles toward his and then he’s kissing her. His hands come around to knead her 
breasts and she needs more, more... 


She turns around in his arms and deepens the kiss. He tastes like water and soap. She’s 
soon pressed against the shower tile, her nails scratching at his shoulders, her breath coming 
in short. 


As good as this feels, it’s not fair to him. To her. 

“Maybe we shouldn’t...” she tries weakly. 

“Shouldn’t what?” he whispers lowly, biting and sucking at her ear. 
“Gahh... That.” 


“You mean we shouldn’t have hot, naked shower sex?” he says, bracing his hands against 
the wall on either side of her head, caging her in with his arms. 


She can feel the tip of his hard cock twitch against her stomach, as if it’s trying to reach for 
her. 


“Mhmm.” 


“That what you want?” his piercing blue eyes trap her, seem to see right through her. Her 
eyes flicker down to his lips then back up. She tries to remember what he’s just said. Spike. 
Wet. Naked. Shower. Right. 


She shakes her head no. 
Spike gives her one of his devilish smiles and his lips find hers again. 


Buffy grabs his length and pumps it a few times before running her thumb across the thick 
head, spreading the pre cum that had escaped from it. Then she squeezes the base of his shaft 
until he groans from pleasure and a hint of pain. 


“Right. Time to make you dirty again.” 
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He knees in front of her and licks a long strip along her slit. She leans her left thigh on his 
shoulder, opening herself up to his ministrations. His expert tongue laps between her swollen 
lips, delves into her wet opening then lower , circling her other hole. 


“Spike! What are you-oh!” her sentence is cut off by his tongue dipping into her asshole. 
His hands spread her cheeks as his tongue circles the tight ring of muscle then spears into her 
opening then back out again. The way his tongue is probing her, she’d definitely feel a tad 
more self conscious about it if they weren’t in the shower right now. 


He licks up all the way to her clit and she’s already so close to coming it’s ridiculous. 
“Oh god...” 

“Like that, do you?” 

“Mmffphh.” 

He keeps lapping from her asshole to her clit until her impending orgasm crashes over her. 


He comes back up to hook her legs around his waist and thrust into her while her pussy is 
still convulsing. Buffy cries out from the sheer pleasure of being filled, her inner walls finally 
having something to contract around as she continues to orgasm. With her shoulders on the 
wall, hips tilted forward and his hands around her ass, he controls her movements, making her 
collide into his cock over and over at a furious pace while all she can do is hold on for dear 
life. 


“God, yes! Spike!” 
“So fucking hot. My hot, tight little Slayer. So close... I’m gonna...” 
“Unhh! Yes, come for me baby!” 


It’s too late when her brain catches up with her mouth and Buffy realizes what she’s just 
said. 


His eyes widen and his balls tighten and Spike comes with a roar inside her. 
He kisses her desperately. 


“Buffy, Buffy...” he chants against her lips then against her neck, bucking into her until he 
empties himself up to the last drop. 


“T’ll go put our clothes in the dryer,” she says once they get out of the shower. Spike is still 
towel drying his hair when she leaves the bathroom in a hurry, towel wrapped around her, still 
dripping water. 


Did I really just call him baby? 


When she comes back up, Spike is no longer in the bathroom. The door to her bedroom is 
open and she finds him there, sprawled naked on her bed. 


Her mouth goes dry. 
“Tt’s gonna take some time for the clothes to be ready...” 


“We'll just have to find a way to occupy ourselves til then.” 
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He reaches for her hand and slowly pulls on the corner of her towel, letting it drop to the 
floor. His gaze hungrily looks over her body, as if he hadn’t just seen her naked a moment 
ago. 


She goes on the bed with him because the picture he makes is way too inviting not to. He 
hovers over her. She’s still so wet from both of their releases, it coats her inner thighs. His 
cock glides through her soft folds, nudging at her swollen clit, making her whimper. 


“Gonna ravish you.” 


He penetrates her welcoming cunt nice and slow, sliding deep, making them both moan. 
He undulates above her, muscles rippling until she decides to change things up. She rolls on 
top of him without breaking their connection. 


“T think you’ve been on top long enough.” 
“No complaints here,” Spike says happily. 


She feels her climax building up. His hands grip her waist. Her hand wraps around Spike’s 
throat to keep him still as she rides his cock until his knees buckle and his toes curl. 


They hear the front door open at the same time. 
“Buffy?” Joyce calls from downstairs. 

“Shit.” 

Her mom came back early. 


She scrambles away from Spike, earning a groan of protest from him and puts on the first 
clothes she can find to go greet her mother. 


“Hey, mom.” 
“Buffy, I didn’t know you were going to be home tonight.” 


“Yeah, um I had some clothes that needed to be washed. I think the timer just went off so 
I’m gonna go get them real quick.” 


The clothes are slightly damp, but they will have to do. She shoves Spike’s shirt and pants 
into the laundry basket and darts back to her bedroom to toss them to him. She signals to her 
window before going back to her mom. 


But Spike apparently doesn’t get the message, taking Buffy by surprise when she hears his 
voice from the kitchen entrance. 


“Hello, Joyce.” 


Ten minutes later and they’re all laughing together at the counter as Buffy’s mom finishes 
her anecdote from her day at the gallery. 


“[’'m going to order some pizza. Then you kids are gonna have to be quiet because 
Passions comes on in twenty minutes.” 


“Passions? I love that show!” Spike exclaims. 


“Oh, do you think Timmy’s really dead?” 
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“No, no, she can just sew him back together. He’s a doll, for god’s sake.” 

“What about the wedding? I mean there’s no way they’re gonna go through with that.” 
“You'd be surprised.” 

Buffy looks from her mom to Spike confusedly. 

“Well you’re welcome to watch it here. My daughter never wants to watch it with me.” 
What is going on here? 

“Uh yeah sure, if that’s alright with Buffy.” 

“Oh, um... I guess...” 


“Would you like something to drink? I could make some tea or maybe hot chocolate with 
those little marshmallows you like.” 


“Well I can’t say no to that.” 
“Buffy, do you want some?” 
“T’m good...” 


They soon move to the living room, settling in for a very strange evening. 


There’s a band playing at The Bronze tonight that’s attracting all sorts of groupies. The 
gang had to get a table at the very back to be able to hear themselves talk over all the noise. 


Over at the bar, Spike is busy having a drink with someone and Buffy glares at them again. 


How has he not noticed her yet? The Bronze is especially crowded tonight, but shouldn’t 
he get special Buffy tingles when she’s nearby or something? Or is the girl he’s talking to 
really that fascinating for him to not even glance her way? And is that supposed to be a dress 
she’s wearing or a shirt? 


The girl leans in to whisper something in his ear that makes Spike laugh then squeezes his 
arm. 


“Hello? Earth to Buffy?” 
“Sorry, what were you saying?” 


“Well we were talking about how I always seem to miss out on all the action and then I 
asked if you’re planning on eating those,” Xander says, pointing at her basket of peanuts. 


“Oh, no you can have them.” 


Oh, now Spike is the one leaning in to say something to her. The girl laughs and playfully 
swats him on the shoulder. She’s practically on his lap now, she’s so close to him. I mean who 
does this girl think she is? And why isn’t Spike stopping her? She has her paws all over him! 


As she watches him with her, a crazy thought passes through her head. Mine. 
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How far is this flirting going to go? Is Spike going to leave with this ho-bag? Buffy feels 
hurt at the thought. It’s not like her and Spike are dating or anything, but didn’t he say he 
loved her? 


Could he do the same thing she did to him with Riley? After all, he’d have every right to... 
Maybe he’s getting sick of her indecision, maybe he’s not sure how he feels about her 
anymore, maybe he’s starting to lose interest... Would that be such a bad thing? Maybe it 
would make things easier if he was the one to move on... But... She doesn’t want him to 
move on, she realizes. 


Stop with the overthinking already, Buffy scolds herself . She tries to shift her attention 
back to her friends. 


“So Buffy, how come you never came back to the dorm last night?” Willow asks. 


“T was just really tired I guess, and um well my mom came back from work and we ended 
up watching this ridiculous soap opera with Spike, it was super weird. I almost felt like I was 
the third wheel,” she grumbles. 


The gang exchanges a look. Xander speaks first, 
“Ok I’m gonna say it. What exactly is going on with you and Spike?” 
“What? Nothing.” 


“T mean first you say you can’t stand him, but secretly you two are doing it like bunnies. 
Then you say it’s over, but you and Spike start acting all chummy and don’t think we don’t 
know there’s still something going on with you two. You’ve been eyeing him with that girl all 
night with murder in your eyes.” 


“T have not! Spike can do whatever he wants, I really don’t care.” 

“You're jealous.” 

She frowns at Anya. 

“What? No. Why would I be jealous?” 

“Come on Buffy, it’s clear you have feelings for him,” the ex demon bluntly says. 
Willow talks before Buffy can form a response. 


“Tt’s ok, we’re not judging. Spike does love you and he’s done a lot of good. He’s been 
patrolling with you almost every night and he hasn’t done anything evil in a while. I mean he 
has the chip and all, but that doesn’t mean he has to help us all the time and he does. That’s 
gotta count for something.” 


“Why are you so ok with this?” 


“Hey, I’m not a big fan of the guy so I can’t say I’m all on board here, but Will does have a 
point,” Xander says. 


“We just want you to be happy.” 


“Me and Spike together... it would be crazy, right? Besides I don’t even know if he still... 
Maybe his feelings have changed...” 
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“Not a chance.” 

“You should go talk to him,” Tara encourages. 

Buffy glances toward Spike once more. Looks like the skank had finally left. 
She stands next to him with her arms crossed. 

“Buffy,” he says surprised. “Didn’t know you were here tonight.” 


“Uh-huh,” she responds, her eyes full of judgment. Spike shifts uncomfortably in his seat. 
“T noticed that.” 


“Listen I’ve got some new info on the slim dem—” 
“Who was that girl you were talking to?” Buffy interrupts. 


His eyes narrow, noting the way she’d failed to sound casual. Wanting to test a theory he 
shrugs and says in a more convincingly casual tone, “No one.” 


“Didn’t seem like no one.” 
“Are you jealous?” 


“Just curious. You two seemed awfully friendly is all, and I’ve never seen this girl around 
before.” 


“Not so much a girl as a demon.” 
“Oh demon,” she nods. “Even better.” 


As much as a part of him enjoys seeing this new side of her, he can’t fight the urge to 
reassure her. 


“She knows there’s a nest of visca demons nearby. I was trying to get her to tell me the 
location, that’s all. Then she started to get all flirty and I just used that to my advantage a bit. 
And when she told me what I wanted, I told her to bugger off.” 


“Oh...” 
“You’ve got nothing to worry about, pet.” 


“T wasn’t worried. I mean...” she sighs. “Do you wanna get out of here?” 


They stumble inside the vampire’s crypt, tugging at each other’s clothes, but before she 
gets sidetracked, Buffy pulls away. 


“Tell me you love me.” 

Spike’s eyes light up. 

“T love you. You know I do,” he says earnestly. 

Buffy feels a wave of relief wash over her. Then, “why?” 


Spike looks taken aback and just stares at her. 
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“Why do you love me?” she presses. 

He stays silent. Opens his mouth then closes it. 

“You know what, forget it.” 

She turns to leave, but Spike blocks her path. 

“Slayer, wait. Give a fellow a minute will you. You caught me by surprise is all.” 
He takes a deep breath. Releases it with a resigned sigh. 


“T just... do, Buffy. I didn’t ask for it. God knows you drive me mad sometimes. You can 
be insufferable. And infuriatingly stubborn.” 


“Gee, you really know how to make a girl swoon.” 
“T’m not finished yet,” he says with his hands on his hips. 


“TJ mean you and me, it shouldn’t make any sense, I know that. You’re the Slayer. I’m a 
vampire. And the fact that it’s so wrong is what made it exciting at first. But somewhere 
along the way, it just started feeling right .” 


Buffy swallows at the truth of it while Spike keeps going, 


“And someone would have to be a buggerin idiot to not see how incredible you are. You’re 
beautiful, smart, strong, not to mention phenomenal in bed...” Buffy laughs at that and Spike 
gives her a genuine smile. 


“You’re a hell of a woman. And if I wasn’t so bloody selfish I’d probably walk away, but I 
know... I know no matter how long I live, they’ll never be another like you. You’re the one 
Buffy. For better or for bloody worse, my heart belongs to you. And all I can do is try to be 
the kind of man you deserve.” 


Her eyes start to water and she can’t help but lunge herself at him, slamming their lips 
together in a passionate kiss. His arms wrap around her immediately and he responds with 
equal fervor. 


“Spike...” she pants against him. 
Buffy steps back to attempt to gather her thoughts. 


“T’ve been trying to convince myself that us together would never work, no matter how I 
might feel, but these past few months you’ve been proving me the opposite. I keep waiting 
for you to drop the act, to show that you haven’t really changed after all, but you keep 
proving me wrong and I have to face the fact that it’s not an act. This whole thing has just 
been so confusing. You’ve made me question everything I thought I knew...” 


She takes a pause before continuing, 


“T’ve tried to fight it and deny it, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t have feelings for you 
too.” 


Spike beams at her and takes her hand in his, squeezing it tight. 
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“T’m willing to give this, us a chance, if you are. You know no more sneaking around, no 
more secrets. If that’s something you want...” 


“Oh love, you know it is.” 

“But if we’re gonna do this properly, we have to take things slow, alright?” 
“T can do slow.” 

He kisses her tenderly. 


“Wanna see what’s on TV?” 
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